Guvenors: 


| wish to heavily protest the: 


policy that would have our bob- 


bies carrying firearms. It's simply. 


not cricket, bloody unfair and ter- 
ribly unsporting- for those of us 
toiling in my line of work. 


Respectfully submitted, 
Jack The Ripper 
Whitechapel, England 


“Му Fallow Americans: 


There are those who would ac- 
cuse me of being hard hearted 
for not wanting to help those who 
can’t help themselves. But in the 
words of the. great Charles 
Dickens let me just say this: Are 
there no prisons? No work- 
. houses? And those who would 
rather die than go there then let 
° them do so and decrease the sur- 
- plus population. Yes, it’s the best 
of times for a few and the worst 
of times for the rest. So it is and 
shall always be. World without 


end, amen. 
Newt “Mr. Compassion” 


Gingrich 
Ex Cathedra, GA 


Dear Capitalist Swine 
& Jew Lovers: 


Г am no longer interested іп kill- 


ing Jews. | have seen your ^ 


American women thanks to the 


courteous Hugh Hefner and his. 


Playboy book. | want them. Your 


_.women. They have big breasts 
"and no mustaches. And Hugh 


tells me they fuck like.Bulgarians: 


* . Savagely and without regard for 
"their anuses. For myself and Юг... 
my fearless bodyguards"! am de- - 


manding them. For the sex. And 
the orgies: You must therefore 
send them to me. Otherwise | will 


-have little choice but to once again 


take up the delightful task of kill- 


ing. the crook-noses. 


Vladimir Zhirinovsky. 


Playboy Mansion, ILL 


Hey: 


What's all the fuss about? She is 
a bitch. A diesel dyke, shrill, bul- 
lying, chipmunk-cheeked, Mamie- 
Eisenhower-dressing bitch. Which 
isn't to say that it isn't her right. 
Or that some of my best friends 
aren't dykes. Look at Janet Reno. 
Well, don't look at Janet Reno, 
but you know what | mean. Don't 
you? Please say you do. Other- 
wise Hillary's going to spank me 
in front of Marky Post again. 


Bill Clinton 
White House Bathroom 


No, | didn’t mean to use the 
word "fag." In talking about my 


undistinguished ` colleague . from 
Boston | meant to call him, as | 
always do; Barney Cocksucker. |. 
think that sums it up pretty nicely. 


Rep. Richard.K. Armey (Texas) 
Capitol Washroom. 


Yowsah: : 


Not only does we .deny de alle- 
gation, we denies de allegator. 
Fust he wuz sleepin’ so he 
couldna done it. Den he was in 
de sandbox practicin’ his golfin’. 
How he done got in de sandbox 
in his pajamas wid his clubs 
while waitin’ for a limo I’se have 
no idea. ‘Specially when de 
artheritis presents him from so 
much as holdin” a spoon. ‘Cept 
when he makin’ de excisin’ vid- 
eos . . . Holy moley. We ina 
heap о" trouble. Isnt we? 


Charles “Pitchas” Cochran 
Hunkerdown, CA 


Comrades: 


This guy Boris Yeltsin has me 
feeling pretty good about myself 
again. Da, he does. 


Joseph Stalin 
Somewhere way beneath 
the frozen tundra 

of Siberia 


SS 
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By Darnbrook S. Colson 


Lucy and [ meet at the Charlotte Coliseum in Charlotte, North 
Carolina for a World Championship Wrestling event. It's a 
packed house. Lots of kids. Some people are holding up signs 
like “Who needs Hulk Hogan?" and “WCW Needs Sabu”. Lucy 
is wearing a very short black leather skirt, a red Western looking 
blouse, and three inch black spikes. I hesitate to ask what's un- 
derneath, but I might get more bold as the interview proceeds. 
She has long, silky, red hair and a nice bod. I hope she doesn't 
mind me saying so, but she reminds me of Patty (the one thing 
Ronald Reagan did right) Davis [whom I like, so it's definitely a 
compliment]. So why did we meet at a pro wrestling event? Be- 
cause Lucy is a devoted fan — has been for some time. She's even 
socialized with some of the main players in this wild and weird 
scene. One of them, Ric Flair, is on tonight's card. More of that 
later. Lucy and I decide we'd better get some of the interview 
completed before the insanity begins. 


SDC: What got you into the writing game? 


LT: If I hadn't been a writer, Pd have been crazy, lost, probably 
dead by suicide by now. I have no doubt of that. I always wrote. 
Even before I knew how to write, I made up stories in my head. 
I created fictional worlds. When I was ten, my mother gave me 
a ring for Christmas. Í took it back, got the money, bought a 
typewriter, and wrote real novels starring animal characters. I’ve 
been writing, off and on, all my life. 


SDC: This is a leading question (because we know each other), 
but tell me about your relationship with your mother and how it 
has affected your writing. Did it have any influence on you be- 


Born: November 30th (a Saggittarius) at 
Richmond, Virginia 


Availability Status: Involved 
Resides: Boulder, Colorado 


Author ої: UNNATURAL ACTS (Chapbook, 
TAL, 1992), CLOSE TO THE BONE (Silver Sala- 
mander Press, 1993), UNNATURAL ACTS AND 
OTHER STORIES (Masquerade Books, 1994), 
THE FLESH ARTIST (Silver Salamander Press, 
1994), and numerous works of short fiction ap- 
pearing in magazines and anthologies. Her 
novel THE SAFETY OF UNKNOWN CITIES is 
due out in 1995 by Silver Salamander Press. 


coming a writer of erotic and provocative horror? 


LT: | grew up with my mother and grandmother. My father 
wasn't on the scene except for those rare occasions when he was 
allowed to visit. Just to give you an idea of the craziness (and 
this is mild), if my father gave me a gift, my mother would take 
it away, go out and buy the identical object, then give it to me 
"from her." 

I was completely isolated from other children and from any 
normal life experiences. [ was emotionally abused by both my 
mother and grandmother under the guise of "love." When I write 
horror, I go back to the emotional landscape I know so well and 
I create fictional people and situations to superimpose over the 
emotional terrain that I once inhabited. Horror comes easily. 
It's familiar country. 


SDC: I’ve never met your mother, but our mutual friend, novel- 
ist Edward Lee, has. He says she's a nice person. 


LT: Hey, what can I say? She's an attractive, well-educated, 
genteel Southern lady who believes that the unexamined life is 
the only kind worth living. You'd like her if you met her. Really. 


SDC: I know that I do my best writing when under some kind of 
emotional tension. Besides the “mother” thing, are there other 
emotional catalysts that propel you into your best writing? 


LT: Sometimes I write because the only other course of action I 
can perceive is murder (which is not an option, since my five 
cats are dependent on me, and no way will I fuck up their lives 
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by getting hauled off to prison). Off hand, 
two stories come to mind that I wrote to 
express feelings of rage, despair, and impo- 
сепсе: the novella UNNATURAL ACTS 
from the Masquerade collection and “Hun- 
gry Ghosts” from THE FLESH ARTIST. 

The first two stories comprise what | 
hope someday will be a chapbook. A third 
story I'd like to do, from the man’s point of 
view, has not yet been written. But when | 
do write it, it will be called THE FIVE- 
PERCENT PEOPLE, a phrase a friend of 
mine uses to describe those physical rela- 
tionships peripheral to the primary one and 
generally of insignificant importance, ex- 
cept as an ego booster for the man. In any 
case, the two pieces already published, 
were my attempt to scream on paper 
instead of in someone else’s face. 


SDC: Tell me about the first story you 
sold and how it made you feel. 


LT: It was a story I sold to Cavalier 
back in the 70’s. But what I consider 
my real “first story” was called “Blind 
Justice” and it was purchased by 
Magna on June 13, 1986. The reason I 
know the date is that this was the day 
that I gave up drinking alcohol, and 
I've not had a drink since. The accep- 
tance letter came that same day, and I 
thought it was some sort of sign from 
the Universe. It was. I’ve been writing 
and selling my creations ever since. 


SDC: What is the most satisfying 
piece you've written? Why? 


LT: The most satisfying? I think the 
novella UNNATURAL ACTS be- 
cause I wrote that in a white heat of 
rage. It was pure wish-fulfillment fan- 
tasy and I had fun writing it. 


SDC: It is obvious that your personal life 
and the relationships that enter it have a 
lot to do with the intensity and ultimate 
success of your writing career. You had a 
long relationship with someone I think of 
as “The Turk.” I don’t know him, but I rec- 
ognize him (in various iterations) in your 


stories. Tell me about “The Turk.” 


LT: Well, he is Turkish, and we were to- 
gether in Richmond for about eight years. 
He was married, but we lived together. It 
was a very sick relationship, completely 
sex-based, and it took me years to break 
away from it. But he is the basis for the 
character of Dominick Filakis in my up- 
coming novel THE SAFETY OF UN- 


KNOWN CITIES. By the way, the charac- 
ter of Breen in that novel is also based on 
an ex-lover of mine back in Florida. 


Suddenly, things are heating up in the 
arena. Lucy and I take a break (we couldn’t 
hear each other anyway) and watch the en- 
suing events. On the undercard is Johnny 
B. Badd vs. Lord Seven Regal. Badd is a 
slick, Latino-looking, muscular guy with 
café au lait skin and lavishly sequined ring 
robes. Regal is a snooty fake British 
uppercrust gent who's been known to wear 
a powdered wig to the ring. He doesn't 
have it on this night. To cut to the chase, 
Badd wins. 


Next comes Vadar vs. the Guardian 
Angel. Real live comic book stuff. I think 
it's goofy. Lucy loves it. Vadar looks like a 
bulldozer with eyes. Gargantuan, thuggish, 
everybody's nightmare mugger. His oppo- 
nent, Angel, is huge by anybody's standards 
but smaller than Vadar. His angle is that 
he's a Guardian Angel. He's a "face" (good 
guy) — popular with the fans. On the way to 
the ring, Vadar is accompanied by his heel 
manager, Harley Race, who, during the 
match, beats up on Angel from outside the 
ring whenever possible. Vadar wins and 
there is a break in the action. 


SDC: Lucy, what do you get out of this phi- 


listine act (I hesitate to dignify it by calling 
it "sport" or by calling them "wrestlers")? 
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LT: I’ve loved wrestling ever since I was a 

kid. I thought it was real back then, and I 

just admired and adored the hell out of 

these guys who would bash each other with 
chairs, fists, feet. It was all so exciting, so 
fierce. In fact, as a little kid, I had a crush 

оп a wrestler named Antonino Rocca. I 

had it all figured out. I was going to grow 

up, write a book about wrestling, meet 

Rocca, and marry him. My plans were 

quashed when a story about him in Life 

Magazine revealed he'd just married a flight 

attendant. I still remember her name. I was 

about eight-years-old and that was a dark 
day in my life, believe me. 

As for later on, I told a somewhat al- 
tered, fictionalized version of how I 
got "into" wrestling in my story "Close 
to the Bone." I was watching t.v. 
around 1 a.m., my boyfriend was 
asleep on the sofa, and this blond 
wrestler came on. He stirred, shall we 
say, my imagination. I decided I 
needed to learn more about this man 
and about his colleagues and I spent 
quite a few years doing so... naturally 
all in the name of research. For a 
while I even had a wrestling column 
in a Tampa sports magazine - I got to 
interview anyone І wanted and some 
of those interviews led to all sorts of ad- 
ventures. 

Also, I liked wrestlers because the 
#] rule of pro wrestling is this: Make 
the action look as real as possible and 
NEVER HURT YOUR PARTNER. I 
think that's a really good rule and I 


like men who are adept at practicing it. 


SDC: Who are your favorite (gulp) 


wrestlers? 


LT: All-around great guys are Terry 
Taylor and Angelo Mosca. The most tal- 
ented in the ring, but least talented out of 
it: Ric Flair. The most outrageous, inven- 
tive, and kinky: Kevin Sullivan. I think 
that's enough. You get the idea. I've written a 
couple of wrestling exposes for the men's mar- 
ket over the years that go into more detail. 


Lucy's words drown in oblivion as, once 
again, the noise level shoots through the 
ceiling. There is frenzied screaming as 
"faces" and "heels" make their entrances to 
MTV-style music. In the main event, Sting 
vs. Ric Flair, it’s youth vs. age. Sting is 
young, hot (though utterly lacking in per- 
sonality) and wears face-paint. Flair is now 
45, is still hot, blond, and brazen — a heel 
who is still immensely popular with fans 
(since this match, Ric Flair has retired). 
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There is a seething sexual undercurrent as 


half-naked, testosterone-engorged males 
batter each other senseless. Pm beginning 
to understand Lucy's fascination.... 


Later, in a bar down the way.... 


SDC: 1 know that you currently have a re- 
lationship with a special person. Care 
to tell me about him? 


LT: Well, 1 consider myself fortunate 
to be with a person who's a tremen- 
dous lot of fun in many different re- 
spects. It's the first time in my life 
I've lusted for someone whom I also 
like as a friend. In the past, I've al- 
ways put passion and friendship in 
two different categories -- you know, 
the "good" guy you like but would 
never sleep with and the "bad" guy 
you want the way you'd want an ad- 
dictive drug. Well, now I have both 
in one person. 

As far as how this relationship has 
influenced my writing, l've written 
thousands and thousands of words 
that I would not have written had I 
not been in this particular relation- 
ship with its particular situations to 
motivate me. Га have written other 
stories, but not some of the particular 
ones I’ve chosen to write. 

Also, for better or worse, I think 
it's true that generally speaking we 
get what we wish for. And since I've 
always sought out excitement, pas- 
sion, and drama over serenity and sta- 
bility (and Pm not saying this is a 
wise choice, it's just the choice І seem 
compelled to make) then I'd have to 
say my relationship is very much in har- 
mony with my most fundamental уеат- 
ings and desires. 


SDC: Another passion of yours is cats. I 
love animals in general, but particularly 
cats. Don't you have a houseful of cats? 


LT: Hey, great subject! The loves of my 
life. I wish I could love and protect the en- 
tire animal world, but I’m powerless to do 
that. But I can give these five cats the best 
life I can. 

On the subject of animals in general, if I 
had one wish, it would be that the world 
could go back to the animals, that human 
life could peter out and finally end. Hu- 
mans are a scourge on the planet and the 
sooner God or some Higher Power snuffs us 
out, the nicer place the Universe will be. 
This was the theme of my story “Animal 
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Souls” in CLOSE TO THE BONE. 

SDC: Do you ever see yourself settling 
down into a marriage relationship with 
children and diapers and college tuition 
payments and (she can see me visually 
shuddering)...? 


LT: I have never had the desire for chil- 


dren. I don’t think a child would flourish in 
my care. I wish more people felt as I do and 
we'd have fewer child abuse cases. I’m not 
saying Га abuse a child, but I think the 
child would still pick up on the extent to 
which I was controlling myself at times to 
keep from hurting it, and that would do al- 
most as much damage. 

But if I did want a child, I’d adopt. I 
think it’s obscene that people continue to 
breed when the earth is full to bursting with 
starving, desperately needy children. What 
difference does it make if the kid doesn’t 
share your genes? Any animal can breed. 

As for settling down, sometimes ГА like 
to, sometimes not. Depends on my mood 
and how my life is going. If I were a man, I 
would definitely be married. Actually (if I 
may be sexist for a moment) what I need is 
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a wife — someone to pick up the kitty litter 
and cat food, attend to home repairs, tidy 
up the mess I create, socialize for both of us 
when I don't feel like it, that sort of thing. 


Talking about this marriage stuff makes 
me nervous. I order another Black Jack 
Daniels and water Lucy is still sipping at a 
cola and decide to give the you read- 
ers something juicy to chew on. 


SDC: For many people marriage is 
the worst vice of all. Tell me more 
about your favorite vice: sex. Also, 
are drugs and booze part of your af- 
finities for a good time? 


LT: Sex a vice? Gee, Sid, don't you 
read any of my stuff? I write about 
what I like all the time (Well, at 
least what I like in fantasy and a 
little bit in real life). Suffice it to 
say, I don't like to be bored. I love 
pretend violence and "scary" sur- 
prises. But the greatest kick of all is 
to be wildly erotically attracted to 
the person you also happen to love 
no sex game in the world can top 
that. 

Actually Pd love to outline in 
appallingly graphic detail my every 
little sexual predilection since I fear 
I'm something of a verbal exhibi- 
tionist, but, as they say, Га probably 
hate myself in the morning. 

However, anything fun I've done 
or hope to do, I've probably already 
written about or will write about 
soon. So in one form or another, it's 
already down on paper. 

Drugs? Except for Valium and a 
little pot (which I hated, because it's 
the only thing Í ever discovered that 
totally obliterates my interest in sex) I 
never did drugs. I did alcohol for many 
years, alcohol and sex. Now there's just sex 
which, at its best, is still 200 proof and far 


more of a kick than booze. 


SDC: Besides your cats, writing, your "in- 
volvement," and sex (not necessarily in 
that order, what are your other hobbies and 
interests? 


LT: I like hiking, camping, horseback 
riding, and travel. [ go nuts if I don't exer- 
cise, I really suffer. [ run or work out at the 
gym every day, and I do Pilates exercises, 
which are great. I can let my house go to 
hell (and often do) but I can get another 
house. My body, however, is it, the end of 
the line, only place ГИ ever have to live. 


So I take zillions of vitamins and do the 
best [ can as far as upkeep. 


SDC: Back to writing. Even in a game we 
who play love, there is always something 
that bugs us about it. What bugs you? 


LT: Every now and then somebody thinks 
they are complementing me by saying I 
*write like a man" or that it's hard to be- 
lieve my stuff “was written by a woman." 
Makes me want to scream. Would they 
praise a male writer by saying he writes like 
a woman? I think not. More sexist bullshit 
from men who ought to know better. Also, 
what bizarre belief system is it that allows 
some men to think women's sexual fanta- 
sies are any less bizarre, violent, or porno- 
graphic than theirs? 


SDC: I agree. I’ve never had anyone say I 
write like a woman. I guess they haven't 
heard about Jaci.... 


Lucy and I give a toast to Jaci, and I con- 
tinue with: 


At any rate, tell me about your writing 


habits. Are you a night person or a day per- 
son? Or both? 


LT: I try to do 1,000 words a day, unless 
I'm revising something. I like to have more 
than one project going at once, so I don’t 
get bored. I work in the morning, after I 
exercise. At night, almost never. My brain 
shuts off for the night at 9 p.m. and clicks 
back on about 6 a.m. 


SDC: What are you currently working on 
and what are your goals for the future, writ- 
ing or otherwise? 


Гуе recently finished and sent off the 
novel version of THE SAFETY OF UN- 
KNOWN CITIES which will be published 
in the Spring of 1995 by Silver Salamander 
Press. After that, I'll resume work оп my 
half-completed mainstream novel DOESN’T 
DADDY LOVE YOU? It's a psychological 
thriller very unlike what I generally write. 
Beyond that, I take it one story at a time. 


SDC: Is writing the most important es- 
sence of your life, your reason for being? 


LT: Hmmm, well, the most important area 
of my life is one I can’t really talk about di- 
rectly, because it would constitute breaking 
my anonymity and that violates the tradi- 
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tion in the fellowship to which I belong. 
But | can say this: [ am so grateful that, 
even if I never publish anything again, 
even if my relationship fails, and I lose all 
my writer friends, I still have a huge, ex- 
tended family, one that is spread all over 
the world. And I mean family in the truest 
sense. | don't have to pretend to be any- 
body except who I am. I never got that in 
my family of origin. I never got that any- 
place except in the rooms of my fellowship. 
I consider myself lucky beyond all my wild- 
est dreams to have found that, because so 
many people never find it anywhere. 


COTTON, BLACK oN WHITE, MED. 
LG oR XL. $12.00 то Рось ALLEN, ро. 
Box 613, BANCALL, N.Y. 12 506. SPECIFY 
"No" oR "GIMME 5оме SAUCE”. 


Words ... The coin of rant colum- 
nists. | want to gripe about words, 
specifically mispronunciations and 
usages that annoy the hell out of 
me. Why bother? Because the 
more the language gets screwed, 
the tougher communication be- 
comes. And if we can't communi- 
cate concisely, it will be impossible 
to effectively ridicule imported beer, 
Sheryl Crow's caps, nose piercing 
and city folk who think they look 
good in cowboy hats, or to tell 
Prince to cut the crap with the name. 
It has come to my attention that 
the soft "a" is disappearing, re- 
placed by the "ai" sound as in 
“hair.” Don't believe me? Listen to 
sound bites or testimonial ads: 
Three out of five interviewees pro- 
nounce "candidate" like "canned a 
date," "barrister" like "bear astir," 
and so on. Who started this and 
why did every weakling follow 
suit? (You think the originator 
might have been the same 
concertgoer to first hold a lit match 
overhead as an encore request?) 
Then there's the two-fold 
“some” problem. Its always irked 
me to hear a radio jock mumble, 
“After these messages, l'Il be play- 
ing some Stones." Why specify 
some Stones; is it a record featur- 
ing just Keith and Charlie? (A simi- 
lar hipster reference is the "Up 
next, a little Velvet Underground." 
Does that mean you're not going to 
air an entire song, Crotchbreath?) 
My bigger problem with "some" 
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By: Stately Wayne Manor 


is the recently en vogue substitu- 
tion of the word for "арргохі- 
mately,” e.g. "Every day, some 
150,000 people ride the airport ex- 
press." Worse yet are the preten- 
tious boors who throw in an un- 
necessary "some" - no doubt 
thinking it makes them sound lofty 
- when they have a specific nu- 
merical count: "The pile-up left 
some 17 dead." No, pompous ass, 
it left exactly 17 dead. Too bad you 
weren't one of them. 

It used to be acceptable to forsake 
a qualifier, as it was understood that 
large numbers were rounded off. ! 
theorize the qualifier is now there 
to serve as a defense mechanism. 
Make an innocent remark such as 
"It's 3000 miles from Baltimore to 
San Jose" and inevitably an anal 
loser will be firing off a chastising 
fax, sniffing "The Internet Atlas 
lists the distance as 2982." 

All this acquiescence over quali- 
fiers tells me the users are bending 
over backwards (or is it forward?) 
because they don't want to offend 
a group of sniveling, retentive 
hand-wringers. WHY NOT? .. 

Well, here we are eight months 
after Woodstock Il. Isn't it hilarious 
how the event had absolutely no 
cultural impact? Га like to invite all 
Brutaholics to join me in laughing 
directly in the faces of those greedy 
bastards who assumed they were 
going to make a killing in merchan- 
dise sales and are stuck with a 
warehouse full of T-shirts they ex- 
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pected to sell for $35 per. 

Lest we forget, MTV became 
ОУС for the weekend, periodically 
interrupting concert coverage to 
push official geegaws. MTV as a 
shill: What a surprise. l'm sure nu- 
merous readers shed a tear for 
poor weirdo Kennedy. 250,000 
trashed guys and she still wound 
up sleeping alone. 

Through the coincidence of 
channel-surfing and MTV's resolve 
never to run any original program- 
ming on weekends, | happened to 
catch bits and pieces of the 
Saugerties Suckerthon during the 
cable station's year-end rerun fest. 
Fully aware the reported highlight 
of the affair was Iggy wannabe 
Trent Reznor and band hitting the 
stage caked in mud (Oooh, how 
deep!), my morbid curiosity got the 
better of me. 

A comedic apex was the perfor- 
mance of Porno For Pyros’ singer 
Perry Farrell, apparently doing his 
best to be the second fest’s answer 
to John Sebastian. For those who 
missed it, the weaving front man 
went off on a nearly coherent 
“spacey” tangent during "Pets," 
slurring something along the lines 
of "You guys know about crop 
circles, man? They're for real." Uh, 
Perr, | hate to give you a paper cut 
with an X-File, but a few years ago 
two Brit pranksters confessed to 
creating the circles and even dem- 
onstrated how they made them. 

Much less amusing were the 


backstage blabs. In a moment of incredible misfor- 
tune, | flipped back to the station in time to see Green 
Day perform their stomach-churning version of the tra- 
ditional non-favorite, “The Bored Stiff Rock Brat Inter- 
view." Suffering Sid, all these years | thought a prime 
directive of the initial punk movement was NEVER to 
take on the affected airs of one of those bands 
splashed all over Circus magazine circa 1974. Silly me. 

Tennis players not withstanding, any other public 
figures act like infantile jerks on interviews, they lose a 
huge chunk of their audience. How come that's not the 
case with rockers? Ready for another theory? Tough, 
you're getting one anyway. 

Most of the rock enthusiasts are in some sort of ge- 
netically cued breeding mode, laboring under the hor- 
rid misconception that kids are desirable entities. 
These parenting hormones produce an extremely high 
tolerance for childish behavior, thus the poseurs' an- 
tics are viewed as endearing rather than obnoxious. 
This delusional state also allows the infirmed to define 
everything their two-year-old does as "cute," while 
any rational person would be driven to pull a dry 
cleaner bag over the tyke's head. 

Babies are an expensive nuisance. Who needs 'em? 
They smell, wreak havoc on the mom's bod, spill 
something on all objects of value, destroy a couple's 
intimacy, can't hold a decent conversation and cry ev- 
ery time you clamp on a full-nelson. Worse yet, they 
may grow up to be a canned-a-date for a "Stop it; | 
love it” Woodstock Ill interview in some 24 years. 

HUBBA-HUBBA HONEYS: During the Sixties fantasy 
TV boom, producers wisely 
included a fetching femme 
in the cast so Dad would 
have no objection to tun- 
ing to youth-oriented fare. 
One such program, Land 
Of The Giants, featured a 
woman who qualifies for 
Honeydom оп all three 
counts: She was a stone 
beauty, should be on every 
gent's Goddess list and, for 
reasons inexplicable, isn't. 
Her name is Deanna Lund. 
(Coincidentally, one episode 
guest-starred Brut 4115 
Honey, Yvonne Craig . . . and 
Bruce Dern!) 

Land Of The Giants - 
which very well may have 
been named after Lund's 
blouse - ran for two sea- 
sons, 1968-9. Although one 
would've expected Deanna’s Deanna Lund -The new 
career to soar thereafter, Mrs. Larry King 
she instead wound up as a regular on a Charades- 
based afternoon game show. Darling Deanna, attired 
in micro-miniskirts, spent most of the show seated, 
facing the camera. As such, she provided a legion of 
future lechers with their first lengthy "panty shots" 
and became indelibly etched in our collective prepubes- 
cent psyches. What's even more incredible is the director 
did not cut to another camera during Deanna's south- 
ern exposure!!! No wonder | turned out like this! 
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Black Flag 


By Dirk Fubar 


His name isn't a household word, although for the last 
twenty years Greg Ginn has been one of the more im- 
portant figures in the alternative music world. 

As guitarist, founder and leader of Black Flag, Ginn 
helped pioneer hardcore. Damaged, the band's first 
album, remains an archetype. As the overseer of SST 
Records, which helped launch such bands as 
Soundgarden, the Meat Puppets, the Minutemen and 
Husker Du, he helped launch the independent label 
boom among guitar-stoked hard rock bands in the 
mid-'80s. 

Noted for its grueling, no-frills touring schedule, 
Black Flag embodied a no-nonsense, do-it-yourself 
work ethic. Despite their influence, the Flag led a de- 
cidedly unglamourous life on the road — traveling al- 
most non-stop by van, loading and unloading their 
own equipment and sleeping on floors and truck beds 
— before calling it quits in 1986. Their road work 
didn't prevent them from being one of the most pro- 
lific bands ever: From 1984 to 786 alone, the band re- 
leased eight (count өт) albums оп a shoestring budget. 

Although Henry Rollins, the band's fourth and final 
vocalist, was the most recognizable name in Black 
Flag, Ginn's mangled, jagged, and at times willfully 
sloppy guitar work was the one constant amidst many 
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personnel changes and shifts in musical direction that 
saw the band’s music range from punk to hardcore to 
slow metal to withering instrumental jams. Ginn was 
also the writer of most of the band’s best songs. 

Before Black Flag split up, Ginn also began work on 
a temporary instrumental side project, Gone, which al- 
lowed him to “play more music apart from Black Flag.” 
But Gone too split up in 1986 and Ginn the musician 
stayed silent publicly until 1993; however, he contin- 
ued to run SST Records and to play privately. 

Ginn ended his public silence a year and a half ago, 
and is back to being his old prolific self, releasing two 
Gone albums and an EP, as well as three solo albums, 
which include his first lead vocals. The following inter- 
view was conducted with Ginn in February. 


Brut: Үоште working again after a long 
layoff and you're back on the road. Do 
you notice any significant differences be- 
tween touring now as compared to tour- 
ing with Black Flag? 


Ginn: There's about an eight-year period 
where I didn’t play live. I had a chance 
to play a lot during that time, so I didn’t 
ever stop playing music. But I enjoyed 
playing by myself and being kind of out- 
side the whole circus. Actually, what I 
notice most in a certain respect is how 
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it's the same as it was when Black Flag 
broke up. And when things stay the 
same, they tend to atrophy. That was 
what was most striking to me, how little 
things have changed. When Black Flag 
started to when it ended in 1986, there 
was a lot of change over that ten-year pe- 
riod, but not so much over the last eight. 


Brut: It seemed like with Black Flag and 
the whole punk rock scene just getting 
started, you had to put up with a lot of 
bullshit so that other people would have 
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to put up with less of it later. 


Ginn: I think that's true in a lot of prac- 
tical senses in that when Black Flag 
started to tour, it was a matter of calling 
places and convincing them to let us play 
there and trading information with the 
few bands that we knew that toured like 
the Dead Kennedys and D.O.A. We used 
to swap a lot of information, like "We've 
got something in this city or that city." It 
was a matter of creating a circuit that we 
could tour on. By the сапу “80% or cer- 


tainly by the mid-80's, it turned into 
something you could call a circuit or a 
scene, a lot of clubs spread throughout 
the country where bands could book 
tours consistently and clubs that were 
aware of original bands touring. Also, in 
terms of the record label just doing 
things, it started out where I didn't know 
how to put out records. There was mostly 
just real big companies. So it was a mat- 
ter of learning by doing, which was a 
gradual experience, whereas now there's 
a lot of independent distributors. They're 
very connected with a lot of the 
stores. There's more of a circuit, а į 
community, with retailers as well as 
clubs and radio stations. In all that, 
there's a certain amount of compla- 
cency because you can't just put some- 
thing in a time warp and bring it back 
out and have it be the same deal. In a 
sense, people are taking that kind of 
thing for granted without realizing 
how bleak things can be. I think for 
original music in the rock vein, the 
70$ was very bleak until the latter part 
of the decade, as far as providing an 
atmosphere to do new things and al- 
lowing original sounds to develop. 


Brut: With SST representing an al- 
ternative to the major labels, you got | 
a lot of bands some significant expo- 
sure, some of which went on to ma- 
jor labels, notably the Meat Puppets, 
Sonic Youth and Husker Du. 


Ginn: I think we've had about 20 or 25 
bands or people from those bands that 
have gone to major labels with varying 
degrees of success, mostly not very good 
financial success. There are some definite 
exceptions, like Soundgarden. But, more 
importantly, most of these bands did not 
go on to very good artistic success. 


Brut: You mentioned establishing your 
own circuit of places to play. I remember 
how Black Flag used to play a lot of gigs 
in places where one generally wouldn't 
see bands playing, such as church halls 
and the like. In doing so, you were a 
model for efficiency in addition to creat- 
ing a circuit. 


Ginn: I think a lot of that happened with 
independent promoters, which may 


sound like a big term. But a lot times it's 
just an individual with not a lot of 
money who rents out a place and pro- 
motes it and bypasses the machinery that 
is really anti-creative in a particular city. 
The independent promoter would rent 
out a space where things could go on that 
were a bit wilder without having the re- 
strictions and fears of the regular straight 
venues. А lot of the time it was just one 
person. I think that's what people have 
to realize — that one person can do a lot. 
A lot of cities have a lot going because 


somebody decided to do something. That 
I think can be forgotten as the new es- 
tablishment comes into it. People aren't 
looking so much to break new ground 
and things become conservative again, 
which is something that I see happening 
a little bit. 


Brut: Setting up your own circuit seemed 
to take its toll on Black Flag in terms of 
personnel changes. You went through 
about three or four drummers, about five 
singers, three bass players, including 
yourself. 


Ginn: Even more than that. There were 
four singers, five bass players and drum- 
mers, something like that. It was a prod- 
uct of the workload and what we did. 
When I think about most of the people 
that dropped out of the band, it was basi- 


BRUTARIAN * ISSUE #15 


cally because they wanted to do some- 
thing else. Ic wasn't a matter of argu- 
ments or turmoil so much as the band 
not being successful by standard measure- 
ments of success: monetary, mainstream 
attention, etc. I think it was a difficult 
band to play in for a lot of people. A lot 
of people aren't used to sleeping on floors 
and living with seven or eight people in 
one room, whereas maybe my upbringing 
or the way I grew up made me more pre- 
pared for that kind of thing. 


Brut: What was your favorite edi- 
tion of Black Flag? 


Ginn: I like different versions in 
different ways. I was very happy 
with what we were doing until 
the end, when I decided to pull 
the plug on it because I thought 
it wasn't going to be as wild and 
experimental and challenging as 
it had been. In certain ways, the 
first version set the pattern. But 
there are things I like about all of 
them. I like Ron Reyes, the sec- 
ond singer. He probably had the 
most energy, as far as the singers 
and the band at the time. I 
thought Dez Cadena, the third 
singer, was the most down to 
earth, the most unrock singer- 
like, which is something I really 
appreciate. 


Brut: He had more of a primal bark. 


Ginn: Some of that was because his 
voice was constantly being worn out, 
which was a problem with us touring all 
time. Dez’ voice was always under а lot of 
pressure with that, a lot of times playing 
in places with inadequate P.A.s and 
monitor systems. Later on, in the last 
three years of the band, we began carry- 
ing our own P.A. system, which was very 
expensive with such a complicated setup. 
It soaked up all our money, but it helped 
to bring out the vocals. When Dez was 
singing, that was always a struggle and it 
put a lot of pressure on his voice. But his 
voice fit most naturally with the music. 
And in terms of the audience, Dez was 
the person they could relate to most. 
When Henry Rollins joined the band, it 
was very much established in the bigger 
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cities. Іп New York, L.A., Chicago, 
places like that, Black Flag had its biggest 
audience when Dez sang. With Henry, 
one thing that helped us was having a 
singer that could buy into our work ethic 
and really go out and do a lot, which we 
did before that, but which also burned 
out a lot of people. 


Brut: In his recent diary of life of the 
road with Black Flag, he sounds like he 
bought into your work ethic completely. 


Ginn: | think at a certain point, he got 
the idea that he didn't want to work that 
hard and wanted to do it an easier way, 
which is really when I felt the band was 
changing. He started wanting to act in 
bad movies back then. That's something 
I felt was very incompatible with what 
we were trying to do and I think he too 
burned out on the dedication and hard 
work and us trying to give the audiences 
the most by keeping door prices down 
and that kind of thing. I think he wanted 
more of a standard attitude toward suc- 
cess, which is understandable, but it's not 
what I'm into. 


Brut: Іс seemed like with Black Flag 
there was a great deal of musical change 
in addition to the personnel changes. 
You started off as a straight punk band, 
then into the beginning of hardcore with 
Damaged, into the slower music from My 
War and the instrumentals of Family 
Man. Although the Black Flag name re- 
mained a constant, the music released 
under the name was in a bunch of differ- 
ent styles. 


Ginn: The main thing there is that Black 
Flag was the first band I was ever in. 
When it started, I didn't know a lot. I 
had played guitar and wrote songs on my 
own and all that, just sitting in my bed- 
room. But it's quite different playing with 
a rhythm section and a whole band. I 
think that reflects how I and the people I 
was working with learned as we went. A 
lot of the other bands that I was excited 
about that were on SST when Black Flag 
was together were the same in that way. 
The music would evolve year after year 
and people would always try to do new 
things. I think that's necessary. I really 
don't believe you can freeze-dry punk 
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rock from 1977 and bring it out in the 
persona of some Berkeley guys singing 
with English accents and spiky MTV 
haircuts. [ don't think it works that way. 
I think that if it doesn't change, then it's 
atrophying. That's an important part of a 
band playing music. 


Brut: Since you had your time away from 
recording and playing live... 


Ginn: Actually, I recorded all the time. I 
recorded hundreds of songs that have 
been discarded or whatever and have re- 
corded hundreds more since then. It was 
a period that I really like music-wise. I 
would work at SST and then go home 
and play music. I would play a lot of bass 
and guitar and could go off in all kinds of 
directions without having to deal with 
other musicians, other than people I 
would want to jam with, and organiza- 
tions or business entities wanting a cer- 
tain kind of music. I could do it for my 
own enjoyment behind the scenes апа I 
really enjoyed that. Since I started releas- 
ing recordings again, that time gave me a 
lot of ideas to work with because I was 
able to just play around. I think that's 
one thing that gets lost sometimes with 
music especialy when people put out 
records and try to build up bands. It's called 
playing music, not working music. And it 
should have that feel to it. To be excit- 
ing, there should be that playfulness to it. 
I think that's real important, for my mu- 
sic anyway. I have fun with it. I don't 
pick up the guitar to try to get something 
else out of it. I pick up the guitar to just play. 


Brut: Would some of the fun and play- 
fulness that you refer to include singing 
on your recent records? You hadn't done 
any of that before, except for an occa- 
sional backup vocal. 


Ginn: I didn't even do very much back- 
ing vocal. Usually, I was оп the other 
side of the glass working on the produc- 
tion. Although I wrote most of the lyrics 
and songs in Black Flag, I didn't ever 
sing. Singing's a different thing for me 
and I just kind of jumped into it. I feel 
like I can get different things across sing- 
ing my own songs. А lot of times, I feel 
like I'm kind of out in left field lyric- 
wise. My experiences and my areas of in- 
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terest aren't necessarily that stereotypical 
or easy to find people aligned with. It 
gives me more flexibility in the kind of 
material I can do. In that sense it's al- 
lowed me to go into some pretty abstract, 
extreme kind of directions. 


Brut: Although the later Black Flag fea- 
tured lengthier, more expanded songs, 
your newer material seems to feature 
shorter songs, more like your earlier work. 


Ginn: І like every extreme, extremely 
long, extremely short, extremely fast, ex- 
tremely slow, and some stuff in the 
middle. 1 don't pinpoint my style as fast 
or slow, but it does get into extremes. 
Particularly in playing with new people 
or doing different things, sometimes Гуе 
tended to make the songs real short be- 
cause it takes playing together longer to 
do longer things well. l'm not into doing 
just self-indulgent jams. I’m very much 
into jams where people communicate to- 
gether and improvise music. But I also 
know how hard it is to do well and it's 
something that I enjoy. But I don't like 
to stretch things out just to stretch them 
out. I like to do it if I feel like it's really 
happening. 


Brut: How do your current bands com- 
pare with the Black Flag bands? 


Ginn: I do a lot of different recording. I 
still like to work with other vocalists. I 
just released a record by Confront James, 
which is a group I have where I write the 
music and play bass and guitar and a fel- 
low named Richard Ray does the vocals 
and writes the lyrics. It's much different 
from my vocal style, so it's stimulating to 
me. [ do other projects like that. With 
the live band, we started playing about 
10 months ago and we've done a lot of 
touring in that time, two tours in the 
U.S. and a tour of Europe. We've actu- 
ally been playing together for about two- 
and-a-half years. We've had a chance to 
play a lot, playing just about every day in 
that time. There's been some stability in 
that sense, but I feel like we're just 
scratching the surface. In terms of the 
people in the group, I would say it's a lot 
more powerful in terms of force that Black 
Flag was, in terms of the rhythm section. 


Brut: More along the lines of the origi- 
nal Gone? 


Ginn: No. Quite a bit different actually. 
More basic than the original Gone. I felt 
that original Gone wasn’t powerful 
enough. Pm not really into a musician 
thing. I just want to make the best music. 
I like to play a lot, I like to practice. I'm 
not a slacker in that way at all. Pm very 
anti-slack. I’m into a band sound. The 
original Gone had a lot of musician- 
ship damage, people into fusion 
and wanting respect as musicians. 

That's something Гуе never sought 

and have been able to avoid: re- 

spect as a musician. I don't get 

write-ups in Guitar Player and these 
kind of things that a lot of musi- 
cians are looking for. I thought that 
that was a distraction. For the cur- 
rent Gone, it can be at times as 
well. I’m into a lot of different kinds 
of music, from jazz to the harder 
techno and acid jazz, all kinds of 
stuff. Sometimes that's alienating 
to the people I play with, like “Oh, 

we're supposed to be rock 'n' roll or 

this or that." I'm always throwing 

monkey wrenches into people's 
ideas of what category we're sup- 
posed to fit into. People playing 
music should just worry about play- 

ing the best music that they can 

with their particular backgrounds 

and interests and what they can do 

well, but sometimes you find that mu- 
sicianship damage, so to speak. 


Brut: How did you manage to juggle 
your various roles between running the 
label and keeping the bands together? 
Did you ever find running the label to be 
too much of a pain in the ass? 


Ginn: No. Everthing's a pain in the ass 
and, if you do something different, then 
it’s really a pain in the ass. But I learned 
that a long time ago. You know, if you 
don't like the heat, get out of the fire. 
I'm used to taking the heat. People some- 
times forget that, but it's always been the 
case with what Гуе been involved with. 1 
enjoy it actually. The main ingredient is 
that Í really work hard. It's not some- 
thing where I can just theorize these 
things and things happen. I have to be 


on it pretty much all the time. Working 
hard isn't the only thing, but if I’m not 
willing to do that, then I'm can't do what 
I do. In a sense, I have two jobs and take 
both of them really seriously. They also 
balance each other out in that I like 
working on business and putting out 
other people's records and doing those 
sort of things and being involved in radio 
and the other things that I do. I also like 
playing music. Гуе been doing both for a 


long time. Even when I didn't put out re- 
cordings, I was still involved with music. 
It gave me time to play a whole lot more 
than when I have to organize a band and 
organize all these things around the mu- 
sic. I enjoy it as a balance. I'm up early in 
the morning and working until generally 
late at night. It's pretty much a seven- 
day-a-week situation. It’s meant giving 
up a lot of things personally, in relation- 
ships and this kind of stuff. But I'm really 
into what I do and I'm really into work- 
ing with a kind of intensity. It tends to 
connect me with people who have a cer- 
tain intensity to them. I don't like to 
hang out, I like to do things. А lot of my 
friends and acquaintances are people that 
I'm working with. But it was good having 
a break from all that because I could do 
things like play a lot of basketball, a 
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couple hours a day, and have a chance to 
meet other kinds of people with other 
kinds of backgrounds. Now I see where, 
in having a band together for the last 
couple of years and having a studio, I'm 
in a more limited environment and I 
have to make a more conscious effort to 
investigate other things and other cultures 
and people that I'm not working with. 


Brut: You mentioned Black Flag's lack of 
financial success. About what 
was the most that any of Black 
Flag's records sold? 


Ginn: The records have gradu- 
ally sold since the band broke up. 
They've continued to sell. I hesi- 
tate to give figures without an ex- 
act figure in front of me, but I 
would say that probably a few of 
the Black Flag records have sold 
somewhere in the neighborhood 
of 100,000 or somewhat beyond 
that. Others sold less than that. 
We never had a big hit or any- 
thing like that. 


Brut: Í guess your closest thing 
to a hit was probably "TV 
Party" or "Six Pack." 


Ginn: 1 guess so, in terms of get- 
ting on the radio. That's part of 
what I saw change with the 
band. Those type of songs added 
a sense of humor to the band and 
put another side on a lot of heavy things 
that we were into. I think that's one 
thing that kind of deteriorated towards 
the end. Henry Rollins resisted doing 
songs of mine that were in a more hu- 
morous type of vein. 


Brut: He wasn't exactly a laugh-a- 
minute kind of guy. 


Ginn: No, it more like I feel like, as 
things went, he developed a narrower 
idea of the image he wanted to portray or 
something like that. He felt like doing 
more humorous stuff didn't fit in with 
that image. That goes back to the old 
rock ‘n’ roll thing of selling some image 
and putting yourself in this narrow cast 
of, 1 don't know, people saying "This is 
Mr. Angst” or something like that rather 
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than people saying “These are people 
that do whatever songs come to mind.” 
Sometimes there's funny stuff and some- 
times there's very serious stuff. A lot of 
times the two can be combined. I think 
that's healthy for a band not to limit 
themselves in terms of "Oh, we're gonna 
have this kind of attitude" or whatever. I 
think it's better if the attitude a band 
projects is closer to what they're really about 
and what they're really comfortable with 
and what they can really represent as them- 
selves than something that’s more contrived 
and meant to project a certain kind of image. 


Brut: You’ve managed to crank out a lot 
of work on a very low budget. I recall 
reading that the four albums Black Flag 
teleased in 1984 had a combined record- 
ing cost of $6,000. 


Ginn That sounds about right. Today I 
have my own studio, but I can’t afford to, 
nor do Í want to, linger and waste time 
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with overproduction. If you can play it, 
how long can it take in the studio, unless 
you're trying to trick people? That was 
out of necessity, but I can't see that we 
needed that much more than that. It's 
not like we were aching for larger bud- 
gets at the time. We used what we had. 
For example, the My War album cost 
$1,200 to make, including the tape, and 
we just did it quickly. I think it's pro- 
duced very well. I don't think there's that 
much that we could have done. Some- 
times I hear it and I hear a blown guitar 
speaker in there making a little distortion. 
There's definitely things that more 
money could have helped. Maybe if we'd 
had $2,000, it would have erased those 
problems. Today, I have a studio, so it's 
pretty much at that kind of pace. I just do 
a lot of different projects. I prefer to keep 
having stimulating things come in, rather 
than overwork songs. 


Brut: Kind of "get it down and get it out." 


Ginn: Yeah. I put a lot of time into play- 
ing and practicing and preparing so that 
it goes fast in the studio. 


Brut: What releases do you have 
planned for '95 and how much touring 
do you plan to do? 


Ginn: I'm not sure. We did a lot of tour- 
ing last year and I'm sure we'll tour in the 
summer and later in the year quite a bit. 
Recently, we've been playing a lot 
around California, but we stopped be- 
cause we wanted to work a lot of new 
songs into the set and concentrate on re- 
cordings. I mentioned the Confront 
James album. Also there's a third Gone 
album with a lineup of Steve Sharp and 
Gregory Moore that's coming out. 
There's an instrumental group called Hor 
and a lot of other stuff. I pretty much 
record every day. So what's come out is 
the tip of the iceberg. 9 
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Well, the “Haze” has come up with a 
winner (unlike the awful Prick album by 
the Melvins that was turned down by At- 
lantic, and rightfully so). The group is 
LOVE 666 and the cd is called AMERI- 
CAN REVOLUTION. They're a three- 
piece hailing from the third level of 
Dante's underworld (actually the West 
Virginia/Maryland connection), and they 
make glorious noise, droning doom- 
laden, clamor with vocals that are more 
like short-wave broadcasts from the is- 
land of lost souls. Not for everyone, but 
it’s music to the Pope’s starved ears, and 
that's just fine. They'll be touring begin- 
ning in March so be on the lookout . . . 
For those who think that SLIM 
HARPO was nothing but a one-hit won- 
der, think again. The legendary Excello 
label is back in action, and they have be- 
gun a great reissue program. First and 
foremost is a 2cd set called HIP 
SHAKIN' by the aforementioned Mr. 
Harpo, and it has all the hits plus lots of 
unreleased gems, including a near 17 
minute live medley of Slim and the boys 
in 1961 recorded at the Sage Ave. Na- 
tional Guard Armory in Mobile, Ala- 
bama. You don't get much greasier than 
that, even though Slim sounds as if he 
was singing into a milk carton instead of 
a mike. Unbelievably great stuff from a 
guy who died more than 25 years ago. 
Excello also now has out a great collec- 
tion by LAZY LESTER, and the incom- 
parable KID THOMAS, the latter having 
an amazing 17 bonus cuts. These are 
priceless comps which everyone should 
be required to own. Fuck that "Contract 
with America" shit; the government 
should build statues of these guys in D.C. 
instead of Albert Pike, the founding fa- 
ther of the Klan (yes, it's there in pre- 
dominantly black Washington D.C.!!) .. . 
For the more musically adventurous 
among you, track down the newest re- 
lease by the MUSIC REVELATION EN- 
SEMBLE, which is basically James 
Blood Ulmer, Cornell Rochester on 
drums, and Amin Ali on bass (uh-huh, 
Rashied's kid), but on this one we get 
three great guest horn players in the per- 
sons of Arthur Blythe, Hamiet Bluiett, 
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and the truly amazing Sam Rivers. They 
each play on a couple of cuts, and this 
project is really what “harmolodics” is all 
about: the total interaction between all 
the instruments in a free form context. 
This stuff swings, it cooks, it's funky, it's 
got it all. Unfortunately, our Asian 
friends at CBS/SONY=DIW haven't seen 
fit to release this one over here so you 
have to find it wherever they carry im- 
ports. It could be the best thing that 
Ulmer has done so far, which is saying 
alot . . . For those of you who plunked 


down your money for the latest from the 
LAUGHING HYENAS and upon playing 
it thought you had inadvertently been 
given some Rolling Stones outtakes, you 
could be right. The first cut, “Just Can't 
Win," is obviously an unreleased demo 
from shortly after Sticky Fingers or Exile 
on Main St. It has to be. Unbelievable. 
Not that I didn't enjoy it, but what hap- 
pened?? It's not as though they sold out, 
or that it's some tastefully-produced slop, 
but it's a definite change in focus. 
They're still intense and loud, but, oh 
well, what do I know? Maybe it's kinda 
like the new Royal Trux produced by 
Neil Young's guy, David Briggs. Maybe 
they want to sell a few more records and 
not end up like the Electric Eels. Give it a 
listen... And while we're on the subject, 
the new one from the CASPAR 
BROTZMANN MASSAKER is, in a 
word, wonderful. You won't find this guy 
working with Flood or Steve Lillywhite 


BRUTARIAN е ISSUE #15 


By: Jim Schoene 


in a brazen attempt to reach the “alterna- 
tive" market. This guy is wrong and 
proud of it. It's called HOME and it fea- 
tures several re-recordings of titles from 
an earlier release, BLACK AXIS. The 
new versions are longer and noisier, as 
his group have honed their noismatic 
skills. One of the appealing things about 
Brotzmann is the fact that he goes into a 
studio and just lays it down, no overdubs, 
etc. If he doesn't like it, they do it again. 
What you hear is what you get. If you're 
a fan, you won't be disappointed, and if 
you're new to it, expect sturm und drang 
and schreck. You know, that German 
stuff . . . For you serious film fans, and I 
mean serious, check out IF THEY 
MOVE, KILL “ЕМ: THE LIFE AND 
TIMES OF SAM PECKINPAH by David 
Weddle, published by Grove Press, a big 
500-plus pages of great stories about this 
fabled madman of the cinema. Weddle 
has researched the family background 
well, and the anecdotes are priceless, es- 
pecially the one where Sam pisses on an 
editing room screen, and during the rest 
of the shoot, the editors have to put up 
with this large S-shaped stain on the 
screen. If you're already a fan, be on the 
lookout for Sam's masterpiece THE 
WILD BUNCH coming to a 70mm 
screen near you, complete with six-track 
stereo sound and over ten minutes of re- 
stored footage, making it just about the 
definitive director's cut. Hopefully the 
bastards at Warner Bros. will see fit to re- 
lease this classic in its widescreen glory 
on tape and laser disc sometime this cen- 
tury. Hopefully . . . FREDDIE KING was 
one of those bluesmen who died much 
too early: 1976. He did have some suc- 
cess toward the end of his life, but cer- 
tainly not enough. For those who never 
saw him in action, and there are many, 
guitarist Stefan Grossman has rescued 
rare footage of Freddie and has put out 
three volumes, each about an hour long, 
of prime King. The second, THE 
ВЕАТ!!!, shows King appearing on a 
1966 Dallas teen show, playing all his in- 
strumental hits, backed by a house band 
featuring Clarence Gatemouth Brown and 


Band of Gypsy's bassist Billy Cox. The 
other volumes feature King in Sweden and 
Dallas in the early seventies. Don't miss this 
stuff. It’s available on Grossman’s 
Vestapol label, distributed by DNA/ 
Rounder, One Camp St., Cambridge, MA 
02140. They all should be readily avail- 
able from a decent video store which 
stocks music junk . . . The Pope considers 
himself one of the lucky ones who saw 
Mr. Hendrix in the flesh, and as a bonus, 
he also saw the МС5 open for Mr. H at 
the Masonic Auditorium in Detroit in 
Feb. of '68. I'll be the first to admit that 
the recorded output of the MC5 was not 
very impressive, although I — 
still enjoy “Kick Out The 
Jams” once in awhile. And 
admittedly the White Panther 
politico stuff now seems a bit 
ridiculous, but at the time it 
didn’t seem to be. I mean, 
this was 27 fucking years 
ago, so I sometimes get a bit 
rankled when I hear some 
early-to-mid 30's clown tak [ee 
about stuff that went on when [i= 

he was about 11. Oh, were you smoking a 
lot of dope on college campuses back 
then? No! You were playing with little 
rubber army men. So shut up. But I di- 
gress. The МС5 of record were not great, 
but live, it was another story. I mean, 
they covered Sun Ra tunes. Is that okay? 


$ Dear Tommy, 

E Thanks Чого send- 
E ing us your comic 
: | strips. As usu, I 


1 didn't understand 
; any of them. Neither 
Я did your father. 
4 Why сап “уои do 
d а пісе family- 
3 oriented strip with 
3 funny ponchlines 
Я like we see in 
Я The news papers? 
Я Then we could 
d step sending 
Я yov money to 
Я live on. 
: Love, 

Mom 


Honey. would you like 
ome more Liverwurst? 


Tim Stuffed. 
w bout some 
4 Б.Кроскь 3 7 
I'm vll. 


THE FAMILY 


No thanks, Noncy, 


Anyway, WAYNE KRAMER, one of the 
guitarists of the group, has put out a thing 
called THE HARD STUFF on Epitaph, 
and it rocks, plain and simple. That’s all 
it does. And that’s enough. There’s a lot 
to be said for a record like that. Like 
Mountain. They rocked and that’s it. Big, 
dumb, loud rock, with guitars. Like 
Motorhead. That’s what they do. And 
that’s what this does. A lot. King Buzzo 
even makes an appearance. What more 
do you need? Fred Sonic Smith recently 
died or a heart attack, which is too bad, 
but he hadn’t done anything in about a 
million years. And Rob Tyner, the singer 
(he took the name from 
McCoy Tyner, Trane’s pia- 
nist way back when) died 
awhile ago. He put out a few 
things, but you wouldn’t 
give them three listens. The 
other guys are probably dead 
or in jail or working at 
Piggly Wiggly, so that 
leaves Wayne to carry the 
torch. This is a real good 
record, and you can get it on 
vinyl at cooler record stores, like Joe’s 
Record Paradise in Silver Spring, MD. 
Tell ‘em the Pope (make that ex-Pope) 
sent you. You'll be treated мей... I'd 
like to tell ya about all the terrific zines 
we've been getting of late but I can't 
since most of them are, at best, semi-lit- 


[^ 

Then thot means 

at most we could be 

having a single baby 
with two heads. 


There was just 
one heartbeat? 


what can I say? 
You bring out the 
wurst in me. 


© т. MoT LE 9/ 


.. 
ECCO 
ж the world of bizarre video * 


erate trash. An exception is a North Caro- 
lina alternative rock 'n' roll mag called 
PUSSYCAT. Easy on the eye and sport- 
ing a cool, disdainful approach to syntax 


SUE! `` 


- Audrey 
Joel 


Dancing Outlaw 
! апа Much More! 


Reed 
Sixties Psychedelia 


and diction, this is everything rags like 
Maximum Rock ‘п’ Roll and Flipside as- 
pire to be. Which doesn't surprise the 
Pope none since this thing comes out of 
Chapel Hill i. e. North Carolina Univer- 
sity home of Thomas Wolfe. The fanzine 
reviews are pretty much on the mark too. 
Write to these precocious boys and girls 
at 39 Cedar Terrace Road, Chapel Hill, 
NC 27516 . . . Hot off the presses is the 
latest issue of ECCO a forty-eight page 
bi-annual (let's be honest Charlie and call 
it a para-annual to save you the expense 
of having to answer to angry subscribers) 
guide to forgotten film detritus. I could 
tell you about the contents but why 
bother? You've never heard of any of 
these people. Or their work. Just buy the 
thing, savor the language employed in the 
sculpting of extravagant claims for what 
is essentially nonsense, immerse your- 
selves in the flicks discussed, then rage, 
rage, over the fact that the newsletter is 
published so capriciously. If Michael 
Weldon was this bright he'd be a multi- 
millionare by now. If Charlie Kilgore 
was half as disciplined and structured as 
Weldon (and that ain't sayin' much) he'd 
be living in Barbados. instead of 
Falmouth, Virginia . . . And will someone 
please tell me, is that really Kurt Cobain 
on the inside sleeve on the latest Slayer 
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To those who worked with him, celebrated X-rated film 
director Chuck Vincent was a true gentleman, the Crown 
Prince of Porn. He treated his performers like profession- 
als, with regard and respect, giving them outstanding ve- 
hicles to both explore the many facets of their sexuality 
and the emotional depth of their expertly drawn charac- 
ters. To the erotic viewing audience, Vincent always de- 
livered thought provoking, steamy, sexual sagas which 
were strong on story and production value, skillfully 
lensed on 35mm film and always unforgettable. Legends 
like Veronica Hart, Kelly Nichols, Samantha Fox, Jerry 
Butler and Jamie Gillis were showcased in classic carnal 
efforts like Roommates and т Love. 


By: Cathy Tavel 


The conversation which follows took place on a brilliant 
autumn afternoon in 1988 in Vincent's expansive New 
York studio. It was before he bade farewell to creating 
“T&A” gems like New York's Finest and Party Incorpo- 
rated, and before he retired to Florida and later, to Ecua- 
dor, where he sought a miracle cure for the disease 
which ultimately ended his life. Vincent's death at age 
fifty on September 23, 1991, after a long struggle with 
AIDS, saddened many. There will never be another film- 
maker in erotica so beloved and so revered by his peers. 
He was and always will be a caring and giving fairy god- 
father in this dysfunctional family called Porndom. This 
is believed to be his last interview. 


Brut: Most people know you only as a di- 
rector. They might not be aware that 
you've also made several nonsex appear- 
ances using the name Marc Ubell. Did 
you originally start out as an actor? 


CV: In high school, that's what [ wanted 
to be. I studied drama and was in a few 
stage plays. 1 didn't like it, though. In 
fact, I hated it. I was too nervous. 


Brut: You looked so relaxed in Cecil 
Howard’s Peach Fuzz. 


СУ: I faked it. 


Brut: The first time you went behind the 
camera was back in 1971. 


CV: Right. I directed a 22-minute adult 
film called The Appointment. Made a lot 
of money on that little thing. 


Brut: Obviously, it led to other work. 
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CV: Next, I did a feature film. With The 
Appointment we wrote out shot-by-shot 
breakdowns of everything. But in The 
Mating Chase, I thought I was too tal- 
ented to shoot from a script. Needless to 
say, it was a disaster. 


Brut: Which movie brought you into the 
public eye? 


CV: Blue Summer got a lot of attention. 


Brut: That was a general-release R. How 
about X-rated films? 


CV: Bad Penny had some decent reviews, 
but Jack 'n Jill was the clincher. 


Brut: Then there was Jack ‘п Jill 2 in 
1979, five years later. 


CV: Recently, people have been telling 
me how wonderful the sequel is, yet there 
were negative reviews when it was first 


BRUTARIAN ° ISSUE #15 


released because it was always being com- 
pared to the original. 


Brut: Name one of your favorite scenes. 


CV: Let's see . . . both movies take а 
funny look at swinging. Spouse-swapping 
wasn’t as wildly promiscuous in 1979 as it 
was in the original Jack ‘n Jill, but we still 
took crazy sexual situations and poked 
fun at them. One scene could be called, 
“The Swinger’s Nightmare.” Three 
couples are at a mini-orgy and Taija Rae 
hogs the two other men. Samantha Fox 
and her pal are stuck with Taija’s fat, 
homely husband. It was a scream. 


Brut: The acting was wonderful in both 
movies. As a rule, how do you get such 
good performances out of people? 


CV: I never forced actors into roles they 
couldn’t handle. Often, I wrote a script 
with certain people in mind. The Jack ‘n 


Jill movies were written specifically for 
Samantha Fox and Jack Wrangler. I 
knew their limitations and their plusses. 


Brut: What's your secret? 


CV: I’ve always picked people with tal- 
ent. Even if they might not be as attrac- 
tive as others, Í use actors who don't dis- 
appear into the furniture. 


Brut: Who "disappears into the furniture"? 


CV: Marc Stevens, for one. He's known 
as "Mr. 10 1/2," but after you see him in a 
film, you probably can't remember his face. 


Brut: Did you ever use anyone else who 
lacked that charisma? 


CV: Robert Bullock's a good actor: I 
liked him so much I cast him as the lead 
in Voyeur. But people seem to recall ev- 
eryone else except him. 


Brut: Who's strong? 


CV: Everyone remembers John Leslie 
and Jamie Gillis. Same with Samantha 
Fox, Veronica Hart and Kelly Nichols. 
They're certainly not forgettable. They 
have star quality. 


Brut: You're known as a daring director 
who's tried a lot of creative things in 
your films. For example, the pussy that 
turns into a mouth in Jack “n Jill 2. Did 
anyone ever tell you that you weren't al- 
lowed to do things like that in porn? 


CV: Well, why not? 


Brut: Some critics think it should be 
nothing but wet close-ups. 


CV: Listen, I started making X-rated 
films because I wanted to make films, not 
because I wanted to make porn films. I 
could experiment wildly with erotica. 
Гуе tried all kinds of crazy techniques. 
Some work, some don't. 


Brut: Do straight movies offer as much 
freedom? 


CV: If I tried those kinds of experiments in 
a major motion picture, they'd clobber me. 


Brut: There are still adult-film reviewers 


who like their sex served up old-fash- 
ioned. Jim Holliday said . . . 


CV: Jim dislikes me. 


Brut: Holliday calls you, "One of the 
three most proficient and technically ex- 
cellent filmmakers in the business. All of 
his films are superbly produced, but . . . 
they lack eroticism." What do you have 
to say about that? 


CV: I never felt as gung ho as Jim did 
about the sex part. What always con- 
cerned me more were the story and the 
acting. 


Brut: Your formula 
usually works. A lot 
of people - especially 
women - like plots 
that make sense, as 
well as clean 
bedsheets and char- 
acters who seem to 


саге about each 
other. 
CV: I agree. Too 


many critics think 
people banging away 
is erotic. It's sex, but 
it isn’t sexy. Guys 
like Jim Holliday are 
concerned about 
“masturbatorial 
time.” 


Brut: What's that? 


time in bed. 


Brut: You'r probably one of the first di- 
rectors to make “couples” movies before 
it became an '80s catch phrase. 


CV: I started doing this very consciously. 
A lot of critics complained that I only 
made “women's movies," but Гуе always 
tried to make movies for people in gen- 
eral. 


Brut: How so? 


CV: Men generally rent erotic videos and 
take them home to their wives or girl- 

friends. You don't 
want to upset or em- 
barrass anyone. Once 
a woman says, 
"Don't you dare 
bring a tape like that 
into this house 
again!” you've lost a 
big audience. 


PLATINUM PICTRES, INC. 


Brut: Why did you 
want to be different? 


CV: I didn’t want to 
be classified with the 
other crap. I wanted 
to make sure my 
work had sensibili- 
ties. You know 
you're not going to 
see a brutal rape in a 


Jerry Butler and Kelly Nichols 


CV: It’s a term the 
industry uses for ten 
minutes or so of concentrated sex. Just 
enough time for a guy to jerk off. No 
breaks. No laughs. No music. 


Brut: But thai’s not the way sex is. 
CV: I know. People do talk to each other. 


Brut: That’s why other critics like Bob 
Rimmer appreciate your realistic sex 
scenes and congratulate you. 


CV: An actor should never stray from his 
character, especially during sex. Take the 
scene with Samantha and Jack in Room- 
mates. After a pleasant night on the 
town, they naturally have a giggly, fun 
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get very aquainted in Гт Home. 


Chuck Vincent 
movie. 
Brut: Roommates 


didn’t always portray 
sex in a positive light. 


CV: I admit that it got kind of rough at 
times, but it was all to make a point. Sex 
isn’t always neat and pretty. 


Brut: Roommates was called one of the 
first crossover films. 


CV: My mother even saw it and wasn’t 


the least bit offended. 


Brut: How did you come up with the 
idea for Roommates? 


CV: First of all, I was in love with 


Samantha, Veronica and Kelly. I wanted 
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to make a film that featured all three of 
them. The most honest way to do it was 
to base it on their real lives. Kelly had a 
drug problem. Veronica always wanted to 
be a "legit" actress, and Samantha was a 
hooker before she did porn. Maybe that's 
why the story rings so true. People in- 
volved with drugs are vulnerable to all 
kinds of setups, so Kelly's sick relation- 
ship with Jamie seemed very natural. 


Brut: So believable it was almost fright- 
ening. 


CV: For once, I wanted to show reality. I 
wanted to show a woman getting upset 
when a guy shot a load in her mouth. I 
mean, that gets some people sick! I don't 
know where we ever got the idea that it's 
expected and delicious. 


Brut: From porn movies? 


CV: Maybe. One of my favorite scenes is 
in Anthony Spinelli's Talk Dirty to Me. 
John Leslie christens Holly McCall's 
face, and she lashes out at him with 
something like, "What do you think I 
am? А garbage сап!” I applauded. Now, 
that's realistic! 


Brut: Speaking of realism, Veronica Hart 
mentioned that in all the films she's 
made, her sex with Jerry Butler in Room- 
mates was one of the few that felt like love. 


CV: As I recall, it was very beautiful, 
very romantic with candles scattered 
throughout the room. 


Brut: Jerry told us you saw both of them 
in a terrible little move called Angel 
Buns. You liked the chemistry and cast 
them as lovers in Roommates. 


CV: І forgot all about that, but he's right. 
I'd seen Veronica before, but it was the 
first time I'd seen Jerry. He was extremely 
good-looking, and he could act. 


Brut: How do you handle someone as 
unpredictable as Jerry Butler? 


CV: Pm very strong with him. I've 
worked with Jerry for a thousand years, so 
I know what to expect. I don't give an inch. 


Brut: What do you think of his work now? 
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CV: I think he threw his career away on 
cheapie films. He had the potential to go 
into mainstream movies but was just too 
lazy. Or scared. 


Brut: Do you think he's going downhill? 


CV: It doesn't look like he takes care of 
himself. He's a little overweight. 


Brut: In the early work he did for you, 
Jerry seemed very trained and studied. 


CV: Now he's all over the place. He's al- 
most unworkable. It's a real shame, be- 
cause he's a great talent. In his book, 
Raw Talent, he sounds very confused 
about life in general. As if he's not sure if 
he should get out of the business or stay 
put. I wish him all the luck, though. 


Brut: In 1983, Jerry won a best actor 
award for his role in your sex-epic In 
Love. Tell us about it as compared to 
Roommates. 


CV: Roommates was a huge, huge finan- 
cial success. It even opened in a regular 
theater - the 8th Street Playhouse in 
Manhattan. People see it again and 
again. It also does well on cable. 


Brut: And In Love? 


CV: Before I made it, people kept telling 
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me to do something about real love. So I 
went out and made a monumental love 
story. The disappointing thing is that In 
Love was a commercial failure. 


Brut: It cost quite a bundle. 


CV: Over $750,000, and unheard of fig- 
ure. Although the reviews were good, for 
some reason it didn't click like Room- 
mates did. I just don't think people want 
to see a movie with "love" in the title. 
They'll go see a romance, but you can't 
sell it as a romance. 


Brut: By adult-film standards, it was 
spectacular. 


CV: It took place over a twenty-year 
span and was shot in both New York and 
Key West. Very ambitious, even for a 
regular film. Maybe unrequited love is 
more powerful than a happy ending. 


Brut: Ever think of changing the title? 


CV: That's an idea. But In Love is finally 
finding its market. Although very slowly. 


Brut: You've done things people don't 
do in porn. You've told stories people 
don't tell. You've also discovered unsung 
actors like Scott Baker. He was first cast 
as the zany waiter in Jack 'n Jill 2. 


CV: Scott is a find, a great character ac- 
tor. Гуе even used him in my R-rated 
films. He does everything, any kind of 
accent, any sex, hardcore, simulated. In 
New York's Fines, he played a drag 
queen. 


Brut: Why hasn't anyone else discovered 
him? 


CV: I don't want them to! He's mine! 
Seriously, porn filmmakers are very in- 
timidated by talent. They don't want it. 


Brut: What do they want? 


CV: God, when I started out, the money 
people used to ask me why a certain 
scene was there. When I tried to explain 
it was a nonsex scene to help develop 
character, they couldn't understand it. 
They wanted hot. That was the only 
word in their vocabularies. 


Brut: What is hot? 
CV: I don't even know. 


Brut: Perhaps one of your most unusual 
films was The Erotic Animation Festival. 
Two segments involved dolls, toys and 
claymation. 


CV: Dolls with clay nipples, vaginas and 
penises having sex with each other. Fake 
cunt-shots. The guy who did the special 
animation now works on Pee-Wee's Play- 
house. 


Brut: That was an interesting tape. Did 
it do well? 


CV: Collections of short films in general 
are very difficult to sell. I didn't make 
much money on it, but it was very pleas- 
ing for me artistically. 


Brut: There's an interesting black-and- 
white segment on the tape, too. 


CV: That's The Appointment, one of the 


first movies [ ever shot. 


Brut: What was the last X-rated movie 
you directed? 


CV: Probably Sex Crimes 2084 or Voyeur. 
Larry Revene directed Playpen, 1 just pro- 
duced and co-wrote. Larry also did 1988's 
Deep Inside Trading. 


Brut: Now you make R's exclusively. 


CV: There are a few reasons. I have an 
eight picture deal for general-release 
movies, plus I have my own personal 
project to do. I couldn't afford to continue 
doing X because I was making too much 
money doing R. Then the X-budgets col- 
lapsed. I didn't realize | had made a tran- 
sition. It just sort of happened that way. 


Brut: Would you ever direct another 
adult movie? 


CV: There's no market. They're not 
worth my time anymore. 


Brut: Do you think the quality's gone 
down? 


CV: There's no question. I find most of 
today's videos boring. Just pieces of sex 
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Jerry Butler whips out the heavy artillery in Preppies. 


strung together. They're like loops from 
the old days. 


Brut: Do you ever get upset at the way 
ГУ stations might edit your X’s for cable 
versions? 


СУ: To overcome that problem, I super- 
vise all the cutting. Sometimes I even 
shoot hard and soft versions so | can 
avoid bad editing. For example, I shot 
two versions of In Love. 


Brut: Although you've stopped filming 
hardcore you still make sex comedies like 
Slammer Girls, New York's Finest and 
Young Nurses In Love, using X-rated per- 
formers like Jamie Gillis, Jose Duvall, 
Rocky DeLorenzo, Rick Savage, Veronica 
Hart, Annie Sprinkle, Samantha Fox, 
Colleen Brennan and Tasha Voux. Do 
you think this has hurt you? 


CV: I don’t think the R audience even 
knows. Cable channels don’t care, but if 
you gave them a trimmed-back X, they'd 
probably go right through the roof. 


Brut: Somebody must notice. 


CV: My enemies do, people who secretly 
did X's and now do R's. They disassociate 
themselves completely with X people. 
All of a sudden, actors become "those X 
people..." 
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Brut: You've never tried to hide your 
past. In fact, you use the same name on 
both types of films. 


СУ: I’m very proud of what I did in the 
adult business. 


Brut: About a year and a half ago, you 
released a horror/thriller called Deranged. 


CV: It's not a movie you'll see on cable 
because there's not as much T&A in it as 
there is in something like New York's 
Finest. Recently, I did a breakdown on 
the amount of money each film earns, 
and that darn thing made money. Espe- 
cially in the foreign market, namely Aus- 
tralia, England and Germany. 


Brut: Where was it shot? 


CV: Right here in my studio. That's 
where I film the bulk of my work. Most 
of Deranged took place in one apartment, 
so it was relatively easy to shoot. 
Veronica Hart did a fabulous acting job. 
The role was physically strenuous and 
emotionally draining. 


Brut: Some complained that Deranged 
was difficult to follow at times. 


CV: We purposely made it that way, be- 
cause we were trying to illustrate che way 
a deranged woman's mind works. 


Brut: How were the reviews? 


CV: The smart aleck New York newspa- 
pers were hung up on my porn past. You 
know, X-rated director trying to go 
straight. They came in with negative at- 
titudes, ready to attack me no matter what. 


Brut: Was it a difficult switch from mak- 
ing high-budget Xs to lower-budget Rs? 


CV: It really wasn't a switch because I've 
been doing R's all along, as far back as 
1971. I want to set everyone straight on 
that. Preppies was released in 1983, the 
same year as In Love. Jerry Butler was in 
both of them. Then there was R.S.V.P., 
which as also rated R and starred 
Veronica Hart and Harry Reems. 


Brut: Are you just as proud 
of your R work as of your X? 


CV: Sure. 


Brut: What new general-re- 
lease movies can we expect 
from Platinum Pictures? 


CV: Well, there's Bad Blood, 

a sort of gothic horror movie | 
starring Linda Blair and 
Georgina Spelvin. 


Brut: Of The Devil in Miss 


Jones fame? 


CV: The very same. 
Georgina gives a terrific per- 


Next is Cleo/Leo. 


Brut: That one's loosely based on Henri 
Pachard's porn flick Sweet Revenge, isn't it? 


CV: I see you've done your homework. 
Scott Baker and Jane Hamilton split the 
title role as a sexist businessman who's re- 
incarnated as a woman. Very funny stuff. 


Brut: It also brings Ginger Lynn's heav- 
enly body back to the screen. 


CV: Although there's no explicit sex, Gin- 
ger does take a couple of steamy showers. 


Brut: Tell us about Party Incorporated. 
Entertainment Tonight did a spot on it 
while you were still in production. 
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What's so special about that one? 


CV: Party Incorporated marks the return of 
Marilyn Chambers. It's a role tailor-made 
for her in a madcap comedy about a pro- 
fessional party hostess. Very unusual, because 
the crew takes a big part in the storyline. 


Brut: Will we see you in it? 
CV: I play the director. 
Brut: And how does Miss Chambers 


look after such a long absence? 


CV: Better than ever! Both in and out of 
lingerie. 


Roommates (|-г) Jerry Butler, Veronica Hart, Jerry 
formance in this one, too. Wrangler, Samantha Fox, Kelly Nichols, & Jamie Gillis. 


Brut: Sounds mighty interesting. Chuck, 
you're noted for resurrecting old talent, 
but where do you find new talent? 


CV: Anywhere I can. We just put out a 
casting call last week for a video we'll be- 
gin shooting in a couple of months. 


Brut: Do you ever think of packing it in 
and going to Hollywood? 


CV: No. I've reached the point where I 
have complete artistic freedom. I can 
shoot anything I want. It's not possible 
for me to work in the Hollywood system. 


Brut: Has moviemaking been profitable 
for you? 
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CV: Around 1976, I formed Platinum 
Pictures. Basically, it was to cut out the 
big boss man so I could control my own 
distribution. I probably make more 
money than most directors in the U.S. ex- 
cept maybe Spielberg. | figure I’m among 
the top ten moneymaking directors. 


Brut: But it hasn't been an overnight 
success? 


CV: True. The major difference is that I 
own the distribution rights to all of my 
films. I’m still getting royalties from The 
Apointment. We just sold a 1977 film to 
Portugal for practically what it cost to 
make it. I keep selling reissue rights. Bad 
Penny sold to Yugoslavia for almost 
$15,000. 


Brut: What do you think of 
today’s video market? 


CV: If you’re into masturbat- 
_ | ing real fast, then it’s perfect. 
` -) It’s really distressing to see 
the same actors older and fat- 
ter and totally unerotic. 
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Brut: After films like yours 
broke the ground, you might 
think the adult-video indus- 
try would be at a different stage 
today. 


CV: The video shop owners 
are 10096 at fault. They want 
bargain sex:ten videos for two 
dollars. They never went for 
quality. That's why there's so 
much cheap junk out there. 


Brut: What about the consumers? 


CV: They should revolt. People's reac- 
tions to something like Roommates never 
ceases to amaze me. They gasp, "I didn't 
know it could be like this." Most of the 
public still perceives porn as a guy wear- 
ing Groucho glasses, a fake nose and 


black socks. 


Brut: Do you think adult videos are 
heading back in that direction? 


CV: Definitely. Maybe that's why people 
are rediscovering things I did eight or ten 
years ago. The heartbreak is, we can't do 
it again. Ф 


THe Book or KNOWLEDGE ! 


; HAVE You HEARD 

THE NEWS? THE 

“СН А NER TN UNIVERSE 15 REALLY 

з à f 

= How THE UNIVERSE WAS MADE Ж ax 

WHERE DID THE SUN AND THE WHERE DID THE SUN AND THE EARTH С: COME =: 
FROM, AND WHAT WERE THEY LIKE AT 

FIRST? EINSTEIN CREATED THE UNIVERSE 
d ОР CouRSE, OUT OF MUD AND SPIT. Then AW 


"UE НЕ HAD A 816 BANG” AND MADE THE 


TRILLIONS OF WHIRLING SUN PLANETS AND Moons. THEN НЕ MADE 
АМ "Ком BOME” AND DROPPED IT ON THE JAPANESE. 


THE UNIVERSE: A TIME LINE 
SCIENTISTS DIVIDE THE HISTORY OF THE UNIVERSE 
INTo 3 STAGES: THE AGE OF GoLD, THE AGE OF 
BRONZE, AND THE AGE OF IRON. JN THE AGE OF GOLD, 
MEN AND DINOSAURS (Ф-ЕЖЬТЕР, LIKE ON THE 

“FLINTSTONES” OR "LAND OF THE LosT”, THE ONLY 
RECORD WE HAVE OF THIS TIME 15 CARTOONS, 
FOR THiS REASON THIS PERIOD IS KNOWN AS 

“PREHISTORIC 


a 


EVE NTU АШУ, EVERYTHING BECAME FOSSILIZED, THEN ALIENS BUILT 
THE PYRAMIDS AND ToLD THE CHINESE HOW To Time TRAVEL, BUT 
THESE ADVANCES WERE SToLEN By THE INTERNATIONAL JEWISH 

CONSPIRACY (SEE PROTOCOLS OF THE ELDERS OF ZION”), 


ш ر‎ с, ү се» 
HoW THE WORLD WILL END 


AFTER FAMINE AND EARTHQUAKE, EINSTEIN WILL 

COME AND TAKE US AWAY IN GLANT SPACESHIPS 
T м : % 

JUST LAKE “BATTLESTAR GALACTICA © 1995 Rep MOC LEARY 


-They're Not H. ачу « 


They've been lovingly de- 
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soon as it was foisted on a largely indifferent public in 1989. Five years and a handful of full lengths and eps 
later, Tad appear ready to bust out. A live recording, Live Alien Broadcasts is garnering glowing reviews and a 
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inner organs of beasts and fowls between the hours of twelve and two 


Brut: Do you feel you accomplished what you set out to do 
with your recent projects? The pr company informs us 
they're quite different from what's gone before. 


KD: The live cd is a departure because it's totally live with 
no overdubs. There's a really spontaneous, wild sound to it. 
We've just finished recording a new studio work which will 
be coming out in April on Electra. It's different firstly be- 
cause as guitarist Gary Thorstensen left the band we decided 
to do it as a three piece. [t's more melodic than our earlier 
work. It's more cohesive. It represents the vision, our vision 
of the band more accurately. It's also very brutal at the same 
time. The latter is very important, of course. 


Brut: Can you flesh out what you mean when you talk about 
"realizing" the band's vision? 


KD: We've got a drummer who plays a double bass kick. He 
doesn't use it like a metal drummer. He uses it tastefully. 
Like a tom-tom. He lays down really wild treble rhythms. 
The bass is cranked-up pretty high in the mix. You can defi- 
nitely hear its distorted sound. Stereo guitar is used. Guitar 
panned left. And guitar panned right. So there's guitars com- 
ing at you from both speakers. Tad has a really wild guitar 
sound: vicious and distorted as well. Then we use dissonance 
on our vocals. Either distortion boxes or distorted amps for 
our vocals. The effect is . . . 


By: Dom Salemi 


Brut: Distorted 


KD: (Laughs) Right! Really crazy! On top of that there's our 
lyrical concerns with aliens. Our experiences with them. 
Well, my experiences with them I should say. Both Tad and I 
write lyrics and the whole band — Tad, myself and Josh our 
drummer — write the music together. Scream noises are inter- 
twined throughout. Some are mixed low, almost subliminally. 
The backing vocals are used to impart a haunting quality to 
the songs. Melody is used as a counterpoint to the brutal 
rhythms and distorted sound which makes the whole thing even 
more brutal to my way of thinking. Makes the heavier part heavier. 


Brut: Can you tell us something about your alien experiences? 


KD: Well, first of all, I think it's really naive to hold that the 
only intelligent life in the universe is to be found on earth. 
There is intelligent life out there. And they've been here. Sec- 
ondly, I know because Гуе experienced it. But it's not some- 
thing I can talk about. It’s simply too traumatic for me. All I 
can say is that I was a child and it's something I can't ex- 
plain. Or express. 


Brut: For the curious, where would you have us start? What 
works are the most credible? 


KD: Start with Bud Hopkins’ The Intruder and Whitley 
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Streiber's Communion. The latter deals 
with the author's personal experiences. 
The Hopkins’ book finds him hypno-re- 
gressing patients who've had abduction 
experiences and they relive those mo- 
ments. Hopkins wrote the accounts 
down and published them. And they're 
terrifying. UFO Abductions in Gulf Breeze 
is a major work. Fowler's The Allegash Ab- 
ductions reveals the experiences of four 
campers in the Allegash Waterway in 
northem Maine. This too is chilling. 
Timothy Goode has two excellent books 
on the subject. Top Secret UFO Docu- 
ments Revealed is a terrific overview of 
theories pertaining to alien abduction. The 
other one concerns specific abductions so 
perhaps this is really the place to begin. 


Brut: Have you been able to discern 
what really happened with one of the 
more recent cause celebres for ufologists, 
I'm speaking here of the Mothman and 
his "prophecies"? 


KD: The info is sketchy. Jerome Clarke's 
The Unexplained doesn't try to prove or 
disprove anything. He just takes the tes- 
timony of witnesses and writes it down. 
It's very strange and actually rather simi- 
lar to my own experience. 


Brut: You and your bandmates have of- 
ten sung of the beauties of pot. Does it 
really aid you creatively? Or is it purely 
recreational for you and the boys? 


KD: It seems to put us in sort of a trance 
state where we lose all inhibitions to 
connect on a subconscious level. So we 
jam in this trance state and that's where 
a lot of our ideas come from. 


Brut: Does this apply to the lyrics as well? 


KD: Oh no! I usually do those at home. 
And I think Tad does the same. We do 
the lyrics and music separately then put 
them together later. Although one of the 
songs on the new disc was written in the 
studio. So it can all come together at times. 


Brut: Are you high when writing lyrics? 


KD: Sometimes. If pot is available al- 
though sometimes, as you know, it's not. 
In Washington state we have very high 
quality weed and I tend to smoke it on a 
daily basis. So if I'm not high when I'm 
writing then Pm just coming down. 
When you smoke it every day it doesn't 
end up hindering you at all. But you have 


АД] 


to get to that point. When you do it be- 
comes just another normal part of your day. 


Brut: І find alcohol really works for me. 
At lowering inhibitions. But [ have to 
watch the intake. Too much and I’m writ- 
ing gibberish. 


KD: Yes it can lower inhibitions but as a 
band all three of us seem to connect, re- 
ally connect when we're stoned. Pot is 
the common denominator. Alcohol 
doesn't seem to work for the other guys. 


Brut: Care to elaborate on why you 
haven't achieved the success a number of 
the bands you've toured with have? 


KD: Our music has been less compromis- 
ing, not as accessible for the masses in 
the sense that it is more brutal. Nastier, 
grimier, dirtier. It's just taking awhile for 
people to get around to it. Nirvana 
opened the door for alternative music, 
now bands like Pantera are debuting at 
number one on the Billboard charts. So 
you'll see bands like Tad doing better be- 
cause Helmet, which followed Nirvana, 
opened the door a little wider. 


Brut: In terms of a sound and style ever 
more radical. 


KD: Yes and it helps too if you believe in 
yourself. In the band. We've been doing 


this for seven years and we've continued: 


to look forward and to have faith in our 
vision. For God's sake have a vision in 
the first place. 


Brut: А lot of your detractors point to 
image as the principal reason for your 
continued struggles. Aside from the 
mythos employed by Sub Pop which 
you've moved away from, there really 
doesn't seem to be anything in the way of 
iconography you're trying to project. 


KD: I really don't know. I put all my 
time and energy into the music and the 
lyrics. And the artwork for the records 
and discs. I really don't think about what 
sort of image we're supposed to have on 
stage or how we're supposed to look in 
photographs. We are who we are. The 
Sub Pop ploy was funny at first. It even- 
tually became limiting. We don’t take 
ourselves too seriously but we want our 
music to be taken seriously. To be heard. 
We've distanced ourselves from the "im- 
age" and have tried to let the music be 
down to earth. Be ourselves. 
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Brut: In various interviews you've men- 
tioned wanting to "explore the lowest, 
dirtiest places you can go both musically 
and lyrically." We can hear it in the mu- 
sic but without a lyric sheet it's hard to 
see whether you're reaching or sinking 
rather, to the same level. 


KD: Well, the new album will have a 
lyric sheet. And you'll see that low and 
dirty can either be the subject itself or 
the way a particular concern is treated. It 
can be the lowest, dirtiest places in our 
own souls as well as the world outside 
naturally. The latter you can see in 
"Pansy" from Inhaler in which Tad got 
into the mindset of Ted Bundy looking 
for the ideal place to dump the bodies. 
There's something fascinating about se- 
rial killers; Pm not exactly sure what it is. 


Brut: Of course, you do. They represent 
color, variety and strangeness. Ordinary 
people are uninteresting, commonplace 
and exasperate the temper, evil people 
stir the imagination. The creative indi- 
vidual often himself drawn to the dread- 
ful and grotesque. 


KD: With us though, it's just material for a 
good story. 


Brut: 1 think of Keats' telling his audi- 
ence that he found as much delight in 
conceiving the evil as he did in conceiv- 
ing the good. Who's the most interesting 
character in Othello? Iago. You can't tell 
me Shakespeare didn't have a high old 
time fleshing him out. 


KD: That's it. We get into the persona 
of the character but it's unfortunate 
when you do it so well that your audience 
still takes you seriously. 


Brut: Well people bring their own preju- 
dices to art. They don't understand that 
to the creative person good and evil are 
the same as colors on a palette to the painter. 


KD: Yes but somehow you're seen as 
condoning the crime or engaging in wish 
fulfillment. 


Brut: These are individuals who would 
ban creative work because they view it as 
а form of action. "To say it is to do it.” 
they cry out in their ignorance. But they 
are wrong. À creative work, no matter 
how poorly executed, no matter its senti- 
оа is a mode of thought. And thar + 
all. А 
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He learned the songs his mother taught him. Then went searching 
for himself. And found nothing he could love. À moving, 
: unforgetable thousand page biography. A 
portrait of the artist as latent, self-loathing 
homosexual, misogynist, and poet maudit. 
Brando: captive audience of his own genius, 
| pathologically unable to come to grips with 
the tortured psyche feeding it. Still, the 
craft demands the inward gaze. For Marlon, 
a nightmarish paradox. The horror. The 
horror. Acting, despite the accolades and 
the Academy Award nominations, must, 
almost by necessity, be viewed as be- 
neath contempt. Hating the perceived 
d cowardice behind that lie, there is the 
retreat to women. And men. Then to 
food and alcohol. Monstrous hedonism as 
necessary fuel for abasement. Hatred 
begatting more hatred. Leading to thousands of empty affairs, three 
failed marriages, terrible films and risible obesity. Yet the rage also 
leads to Kurtz, Don Corleone and the doomed Paul of Last Tango In 
Paris, perhaps the screen’s most transcendent performance. Aye, 
there’s the rub. There’s the sick joke at the heart of art: Nausea and 
misanthropy, the imagination’s midwives, giving birth to the tran- 
scendent. To the sublime. Read this and begin to understand why 
creatures as disparate as Elvis, Van Gogh and Rimbaud killed them- 
selves slowly. 


Moira Martingale (1993) 
-s Carroll & Graf |. 


Something there is that loves a ball. And tender shanks and soft 
breast meat as well. But what is it that turns g 

a man - almost always a man - into a canni- 
bal? Overpowering atavistic impulses? Soci- 
etal conditioning? A domineering and de- 
structive mother? Feelings of personal, par- 
ticularly sexual, worthlessness? Modern cul- 
tural permissiveness and the concommitant 
celebration of violence and sadistic pornog- 
raphy? This intriguing and at times penetrat- 
ing study of modern anthropophagy and its 
more celebrated practitioners — e.g. Eds Gein 
& Kemper, Jeffrey Dahmer, Andrei [Жы PM 
Chikatilo - dutifully explores the more 
popular theories and explanations for this most heinous of crimes; 
but in the final analyses, concludes that no matter what factors 
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come into play, it all boils down to "lust". 
Sexual hunger in the form of sanguinary 
desire, a rapaciousness resulting in the sav- 
aging of the victims in a way which have 
"more in common with the mythical 
werewolf than the vampire." 


^ Thomas | Weisse г (1994). = 


Unlike Tim Throat Sprockets Lucas, fellow 
fanzine publisher and erstwhile novelist, 
Thomas Weisser, isn’t out to impress any- 
one with his knowledge of the English lan- 
guage. He comes to horrify and towards 
that end pares his debut of theme, virtually 
eliminates character development, dispenses 
with memorable dialogue and jettisons all 
pretense of style. This strategy results in a 
nicely twisted variation on the city-kids- 
menaced-by-backwoods-psychopaths tale, a 
tale further distinguished by its startling in- 
ventiveness and genuinely gruesome plot 
twists. In fact, the whole enterprise literally 
stinks of the sordid and is far more fulsome 
than anything in the Rex Miller canon. 


Low Rent: A Decade of 
Prose and Photographs 


: Tonor East Side 
= Ed. Kurt Hollander са 
` Grove Press ` 


From the start as a hand-stapled, xeroxed, 
self-published magazine to the stylish di- 
gest-sized format of the last few issues, The 
Portable Lower East Side distinguished itself 
in its effort to document life among the 
broad range of subcultures that make up 
NYC. In 1986, the publishers initiated 
their international series focusing on work 
from various immigrant communities clus- 
tered throughout the five boroughs. The 
short stories, fiction, poetry, photography, 
and artwork submitted collectively provide 
unique perspectives and understanding to 
not only multiculturalism, but the City it- 
self - its promises and lies, its beauty and its 
uglines. While later issues based on 
themes including drugs, music, and crime 


explore additional perspectives of the Big 
Apple, the series is perhaps best known for 
the controversial Live Sex Acts and Queer 
City numbers unleashed during the early 
Nineties. In a move spear-headed by ultra- 
conservative Pat Buchanan, NEA funding 
for Lower East Side was promptly cut after 
portions of these editions were circulated 
among members of Congress. Editor Kurt 
Hollander has included those excerpts 
(specifically, a transcription of a 976 phone 
sex recording and some Nan Goldin photo- 
graphs) along with contributions by such 
notables as Grace Paley, Hubert Selby, Ri- 
chard Hell, and Jack Henry Abbott in this 
farewell anthology. Perhaps most intrigu- 
ing, however, are the pieces by the "non- 
writers" - the actual junkies, hookers, trans- 
sexuals, and murderers who tell their stories 
in unflinching detail. “A Day at the Peep- 
Show,” “Diary of а Nicotine Queen,” and 
“Chemical Holiday” are prime examples of 
the many efforts in Low Rent which provide 
vivid portraits of a part of New York and its 
people seldom revealed. For ten years, 
Lower East Side served as the primary form 
for the disenfranchised and dispossed of the 
City and now, along with affordable rent, it 
too has disappeared. Special acknowledg- 
ment needs to be given to Orove Press for 
publishing this volume in such an uncom- 
promising fashion and in helping to 
broaden the exposure of this exceptional 
and now sadly defunct publication. 

Rex Doane 


Shella ` 


Andrew Vaches (1 992) Knopf 


Through the underworlds of New York and 
then Chicago, a professional killer searches 
for a former lover. 
Lost when he took 
the fall for her and 
had to serve several 
years in prison. Her 
name was Shella. It 
may be something 
else now. She was 
once a stripper. А 
stripper who enjoyed 
beating people. The 
killer, who allows 
himself to be called Ghost, doesn't enjoy 
his work. But he takes pride in it. That and 
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the fact that he doesn't have to use any- 
thing other than his hands. His hands 
won't help him now. He has to use his 
heart. But he's not sure if he has one. 
Ghost is a hollow man. He knows it. Yet he 
also knows too that Shella fills the 
emptyness. Somehow. So he has to find 
her. If only to have someone tell him he’s 
human. . . In prose so sparse, lean and un- 
accomodating it verges on the preconscious, 
Vachss fashions a stunning and uncom- 
promising piece of hard boiled fiction. As 
good as anything written by Jim Thompson 
or Frederic Brown. 


Good Bones and 
Simple Murders - 


Margaret Atwood ` 
- (1994) Doubleday ` 


Because feminists aren't supposed to be hu- 
morous, and because The Handmaid's Tale 
(which, by the way, had some amusing mo- 
ments) fixed Margaret Atwood as a “femi- 
nist writer” in the minds of many, a lot of 
readers will be surprised that Good Bones 
and Simple Murders is howlingly funny. 
Read it on the bus and you're going to get 
some looks as you snort and guffaw in your 
dilapidated seat. 

Atwood, who has published books of 
poetry and literary criticism along with her 
better known novels, has put together a 
collection of short, well, ГЇЇ call them 
"sketches" for lack of a better word. These 
are ends and odds: the Little Red Hen of 
the famed children's story grumbling about 
her lazy barnyard companions; Gertrude 
giving young Hamlet her perspective on 
their situation (this one has a great surprise 
ending); the audacious confession of always 
having had the hots for Raymond Chandler 
because he wrote such sexy descriptions of 
furniture, and so on. If there is a thread 
weaving the pieces together, it's the cel- 
ebration of quirkiness, an embracing of the 
nutty and endearing habits of thought that 
make us somewhat unique (and which 
more or less prevent us from ever under- 
standing one another). This thread mani- 
fests itself most clearly in asides which 
seem to come from nowhere, and which ac- 
count for a lot of the humor. The Little 
Red Hen, for example, tells us how upset 
she was when her friends refused to help 
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her grow the wheat, bake the bread, etc.: “I 
cried little red hen tears. Tears of chicken 
blood. You know what that looks like, you've 
eaten enough of it. Makes good gravy." 
Unsurprisingly, when Atwood trots out 
a series of eccentric characters to emphasize 
the problematic nature of perspectives and 
relationships, she gets into gender issues. I, 
for one, have about had my fill of "isn't-it- 
hysterical-that-men-don't-ask-for-directions- 
and-women-get-PMS” humor. Atwood, bless 
her, gives the reader a subtler (read: fun- 
nier) take on the situation, one which most 
stand-up comics should ignore only at their 
peril. In "Simmering," for instance, we see 
decades of gender evolution leaving men in 
charge of the kitchen, and the oppressed 
women stuck as wage slaves. There the 
woe-men are, "in their pinstripe suits, ex- 
iled to the living room, where they duti- 
fully sip the glasses of port brought out to 
them by the men," nostalgic for a time, 
long ago, when they too were allowed to 
participate in the ritual that now embodies 
the deepest religious convictions of our so- 
ciety: "the transformation of the conse- 
crated flour into holybread." It's a text 
thought-provoking enough to support any 
number of interpretations, and its drollery 
doesn't depend on the reader's (male or fe- 
male) fundamental uneasiness with of the 
opposite sex. Atwood, is smart, funny, and 
perceptive and Good Bones and Simple Mur- 
ders finds her at the top of her game. 
Jeff Parker Knight 


| SOCIOPATHIC | LIVES | 


` Brother Love 
_ Sydney Freedberg (1 994) Random : 


-House 


Morrow, William & Co 


Have you ever yelled “Do you think you're 
the only person in the world?" at someone 
in an argument? If you haven't, keep it in 
mind; Í always do when I can't think of 
anything else. And if you happened to be 
asking a sociopath the real answer would be 
yes. Sociopaths (they are also called psy- 
chopaths) are people who feel no connec- 
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tion to the rest of humanity. They care for 
no one but themselves. They feel no love, 
no empathy, and absolutely no guilt. They 
see themselves as completely alone, with- 
out emotional ties of any sort and immune 
to the restraints of the social contract. So- 
ciopaths believe that they can do whatever 
they chose. Their lack of conscience en- 
ables them to commit astonishingly bold 
acts with a cool head, to lie to lie detectors 
and get away with it, and to play any role 
to perfection. They do all three to control 
those around them and wring the utmost 
benefit out of their circumstances. Hence, 
sociopaths with intelligence and drive are 
extremely dangerous people; they can move 
through society like beasts of prey, gratify- 
ing their desires at the expense of those 
around them. Fortunately, there is little 
reason to believe that these maladjusted in- 
dividuals as a group have more ambition or 
ability than other people. Only the most 
accomplished of them come to public at- 
tention; the story of some Billy Fram Store 
or Johnny Exxon who spends his life get- 
ting fired from low-paying jobs, kicked out 
of crummy apartments, and convicted of 
petty crimes because he is too stupid to be a 
good criminal is not going to make a bestseller. 

Yet Johnny Exxon shares one character- 
istic with his fellow sociopaths: His over- 
whelming egotism pushes him to his level 
of incompetence as a criminal. Sociopaths 
get caught because they never stop believ- 
ing in themselves. Even if caught and sen- 
tenced to death, they continue attempting to lie 
and manipulate, unable to recognize that they 
can not and have not, outwitted their captors. 

Sociopathic lives are probed with vari- 
ous degress of success in three recently pub- 
lished books: Brother Love, Disturbed 
Ground and Depraved. Brother Love is the 
story of the Nation of Yahweh, a Miami 
based religious sect of blacks who hated 
whites and believed that they (Blacks) are 
the real Jews. The nation’s founder, born 
Hulon Mitchell Jr., has had the most inter- 
esting career this writer has ever heard of. 
Born in brutally racist 1935 Oklahoma, 
Mitchell grew up with fourteen siblings and 
a father who ministered the local Holiness 
Pentecostal Church. After high school and 
a stint in the Air Force (his last regular em- 
ployment), Hulon entered college and be- 
came active in the civil rights movement 
while his second wife supported him. He 
received his diploma in 1960, spent a year 
in law school, and, finding love and non- 
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America's sweetheart: 
Ed Gein 


violence unsatisfactory, became active in 
the Nation of Islam. Mitchell changed his 
name to Hulon Shah, moved to Atlanta, 
and quickly rose to local prominence be- 
cause of his brilliant, fiery oratory. He be- 
came minister of a mosque in 1965 but left 
the movement two years later when ac- 
cused of sexual improprieties and embezzle- 
ment. The following year he and one Billy 
Steven Jones started a gospel radio show. 
Calling themselves Fathers Michel and 
Jones, names pronounced in the French 
fashion, they preached about divine gifts of 
money for their listeners (cf. Reverand 
Ike), performed miracles, and made a very 
good living. Jones was murdered in 1969 in 
what police considered a contract killing, 
but Mitchell was never implicated. He con- 
tinued to prosper as Father Michel until his 
followers’ church disbanded in a quarrel 
over money in 1976. Traveling to Orlando, 
Mitchell started a new church under the 
name Brother Love and moved in with a 
divorcee named Linda Gaines. The couple 
moved to Miami in 1978, and after two 
more years of preaching, reading up on 
world religions, and gambling on dog races, 
Mitchell changed his name once again to 
Ock Moshe Israel and founded the Nation 
of Yahweh. 

The Nation, started from a core of 
transplanted Oklahomans Mitchell’s sister 
had been recruiting during 1979, amassed 
enough funds to purchase an abandoned 
warehouse at the end of 1980 and made it 
their first Temple. About thirty Hebrews 
moved in, as did entire families eventually. 


Mitchell demanded complete obedience 
from his followers. Members took Old Tes- 


tament names and Israel as a last name, 
tithed at least ten percent of their income, 
withdrew their children from school and 
sent them to indoctrination classes taught 
by Hebrews. All members were required to 
listen to Mitchell's lectures on race, chas- 
tity, and a host of other topics, eat a modi- 
fied Kosher diet, and if they had no em- 
ployment, to spend their time soliciting do- 
nations, or making and selling Hebrew 
products, products which eventually in- 
cluded beer, wine, soda literature, audio- 
tapes, soap, shampoo, and sundry food 
items. Mitchell's position in the Nation is 
indicated by the name he took during the 
mid 80's: Yahweh Ben Yahweh. Hebrew for 
“God Son of God." 

The angry and frustrated Miami black 
community was an ideal recruiting ground 
for Mitchell's brand of religion, and the 
Nation grew in numbers and wealth, even 
expanding to other cities. By 1983 Hebrew 
products were being sold nationwide, and 
the Nation was able to purchase more 
property, usually in depressed areas, which 
the members cleaned up and inhabited. 
Mitchell gained a reputation as a man who 
could help solve the problems of Miami's 
blacks and as such gained sufficient credit 
to build a real estate empire worth 
$100,000,000, including a 106 room resort 
hotel. As a local celebrity, Mitchell con- 
sorted with the highest levels of the Miami 
power structure, and in October 1990, 
Mayor Suarez declared a Yahweh Ben 
Yahweh Day. 

Just a month later, Mitchell was arrested 
for conspiracy by the F.B.I.; his harsh, con- 
trolling rule of the Nation had spawned 
trouble. Not too surprising since many He- 
brews had grown disaffected with the 
movement almost before it started. How 
could they not? Those who lived at the 
Temple were given barely enough food to 
survive on, were forbidden to have sex (al- 
though Mitchell appeared to be having 
plenty, he was to be accused of raping girls 
as young as ten), and anyone who threat- 
ened Mitchell, either by dissenting or seek- 
ing a modicum of power, were beaten in 
front of the congregation. 

As members left, Mitchell encouraged 
violence as a means of retribution and later 
began directly pleading with his congrega- 
tion from the pulpit to take matters into 
their own hands. In 1981, Miami police 
found a decapitated former Hebrew and 
later began to discover bodies of vagrants 


and other marginals vaguely connected to 
the Temple. The final murder count is 
thought by authorities to be at least 
twenty-eight, one of whom was beaten to 
death in the Temple while Mitchell 
watched. The testimony of Hebrew apos- 
tates, including one Bobby Rozier, a former 
professional football player who confessed 
to six murders in retum for a light sen- 
tence, helped convict Mitchell and six of 
the Hebrews in 1992. He could be released 
as early as 2001. 

Hardly comparable to Mitchell's life in 
scale but identical in nature is that of 
Dorothea Puente (nee Gray), the subject of 
Disturbed Ground. This California chame- 
leon was orphaned in 1938 at age nine and 
did not hit her prime until she was middle- 
aged. She told her first notable lie at fif- 
teen, convincing classmates at her new 
school she was a Portugese exchange stu- 
dent. After running away from the last of 
the succession of relatives who raised her, 
she became a prostitute at sixteen. Later 
the same year, she married the first of four 
husbands, only to lose him and abandon 
her two new children at nineteen. Her life 
until 1976 was punctuated by two more 
marriages, arrests for prostitution, petty 
theft, forgery, heavy drinking, and visits to 
mental hospitals. In the Bicentennial year 
she found half of her formula for success: 
Running a boardinghouse in Sacramento 
for indigent alcoholics and mental patients. 
With money purloined from her resident's 
welfare checks and utilizing her third 
husband's name, Puente, Dorothea was 
able to masquerade as a wealthy Mexican 
doctor. (Although she also went by 
Montalvo, the name given to her as a result 
of her brief 1976 marriage.) 

Donating much of her ill-gotten gains to 
local Hispanic organizations and charities, 
Dorothea gained recognition as a leading 
member of the Sacramento Hispanic com- 
munity. Her glory was short-lived however, 
as she was convicted of forgery on the wel- 
fare checks in 1978. As a result, she lost 
her boarding house and received probation. 
Four years later, almost on the heels of her 
conviction for drugging and robbing a man 
she met in a bar, Dorothea found the other 
half of her modus operandi. She had 
opened a small restaurant with a woman 
named Ruth Munroe; six months later the 
ailing sixty-one year old Munroe was found 
dead of an overdose of codeine and 
acetominaphin in her "ex-nurse" partner's 
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apartment, all of her assets gone into the 
failed restaurant. The death was ruled a sui- 
cide. Puente served three years in prison on 
the robbery charges, and upon her release 
in 1985, opened another boardinghouse. In 
almost no time at all, Dorothea earned a 
sterling reputation (as an Hispanic nurse) 
for kindness to Sacramento's poor unfortu- 
nates for taking in the sickest of the sick 
and assuming complete responsibility for 
their well-being. Puente enjoyed three 
more years of sharp dressing and frequent- 
ing bars in her off time, but when workers 
at a nearby shelter noticed the 
disapperance of Bert Montoya, a neighbor- 
hood schizophrenic who had taken up resi- 
dence in her care, the charade ended. 
While investigating Montoya’s where- 
abouts, police found seven corpses, includ- 
ing Montoya's, buried under Puente's yard. 
All of the cadavers were later determined 
to be those of former Puente charges, as 
was another body discovered in rural Cali- 
fornia two years previously. Forensic pa- 
thologists detected traces of dalmane and 
other sedatives in each corpse, while 
pharmacists records showed Puente had 
filled prescriptions for thousands of 
dalmane pills. Parallel investigations re- 
vealed that Dorothea had also cashed at 
least $77,000 worth of her resident's social 
security checks. In 1992, a jury which liter- 
ally made a mockery of the trial, found Puente 
guilty on only three counts of murder while 
acquitting her on the other six, despite the 
near identical evidence in those cases. 
Dorothea Puente is spending the re- 
mainder of her days serving a life sentence, 
but Herman Webster Mudgett, the subject 
of Depraved, was not so lucky. Hanged for 
murder in 1896, Mudgett was the contem- 
porary American equivalent of Jack the 
Ripper: He was this country's first modern 
multiple murderer, modern in the sense 
that many of his killings were characterized 
by great bloodlust and no apparent motive 
beyond personal gratification. À New 
Hampshire native, this intelligent, ener- 
getic, charismatic sociopath began adult 
life as a medical student and teacher, not 
beginning his criminal carer (as far as is 
known) until he moved to the Chicago 
suburb Englewood in 1886, when he was 
twenty-five. There he began life anew as H. 
H. Holmes, one of his countless aliases, and 
obtained employment at a pharmacy. He 
worked briefly as a clerk, bought the busi- 
ness from his widowed employer, and mur- 
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dered her to avoid making payment. In 1888, Mudgett purchased a 
tract of land across the street from his pharmacy and built a ninety 
room, three story building which was to become known as 
“Holmes' Murder Castle.” From the Castle's completion in 1890 
until the end of his permanent residence there three years later, it 
was the scene of the most intense murder spree in this writer's ken. 
The Castle's ground floor was a business space occupied by 
Mudgett’s new pharmacy and other enterprises, the remainder be- 
ing rented out. The upper floors contained Mudgett’s residence, of- 
fice, and rental apartments; but the layout was irregular to the 
point of confusion, designed to hide several secret rooms, an eleva- 
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Mudgett's murder castle: Site where he 
butchered 200 or more women. 


tor, and a shaft leading to the basement. One room was actually an 
air and sound proof vault, another contained a dissecting table and 
surgical tools, while the rest possessed gas outlets connected to a 
large tank in the basement. In addition to the tank, which held an 
oil emitting fumes which caused investigators to pass out when they 
opened it, the basement also housed a crematorium, vats of acid, a tor- 
ture rack, and more surgical tools. 

The true number of Mudgett's victims will never be known. Pre- 
ferring attractive young women or people with accessible assets, he 
preyed upon boarders, employees, and anyone else with whom he 
came into contact. Several of his mistresses disappeared, as did the 
family which operated a restaurant on the Castle's first floor. In ad- 
dition, Mudgett, in all likelihood, did away with a few business 
partners, approximately fifty guests residing in the three floor hotel 
he operated during the 1893 World's Fair, and about one hundred 
female typists he employed. This maniac apparently gassed most of 
his victims, although he admitted to suffocating one in his airtight 
vault and starving another to death. Remains were disposed by ei- 
ther selling the skeletons to medical colleges or through the in- 
house facilities. The surgical equipment found indicates a strong 
taste for dissection and, probably, vivisection. 

Mudgett supported himself through fraud but, shrewd and 


charming as he was, served jail time for it only once. He built the 
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Herman Webster Mudgett, 
aka H. H. Holmes 


Castle, purchased the supplies and furnish- 
ings for his pharmacy and other businesses, 
easily liquidated goods, and even land on 
credit, but never paid. He mortgaged the 
land and quickly resold the goods for cash, 
tapped a city water main, flavored the wa- 
ter and sold it as patent medicine, and even 
dabbled in insurance. The latter was his 
downfall. After several successful scams, 
Mudgett and accomplice Benjamin Pitetzel 
planned to fake Pitetzel's death and split 
the $10,000 benefit. Instead, Mudgett 
killed Pitetzel and later three of his five 
children to keep all the money and cover 
his tracks. He was arrested in 1895 for the 
murder and executed at Philadelphia's 
Moyamensing Prison. 

If Mudgett's penchant for torture can be 
said to have any good use, this writer would 
have it exercised on Mudgett’s chronicler, 
Harold Schecter. Mudgett's exploits have 
already recieved adequate coverage in 
David Franke's The Torture Doctor, and in 
his acknowledgments, Schechter mentions 
Franke as a benefactor; although his own 
book offers precious little new information 
and a few pieces of obvious fiction. He has 
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neither the original reserach nor the liter- 
ary gifts of a Jack Olsen, let alone a Truman 
Capote, to justify a rewriting of the case his- 
tory of this depraved monster. How then, 
did it find a publisher? Well, che fact that he 
has two previous books entitled Deranged 
and Deviant (cute, huh), one of which is 
about Ed Gein, pretty much tells the story. 
Depraved is nothing more than a hack re- 
working of a pre-researched subject, a 
sleazy attempt to make a few quick bucks 
on the back of somebody else's research 
and artistry. If you feel the need to get into 
the details of the Mudgett case, search out 
the Franke tome. But if you can't find it, 
check Schecter's book out of the library, or bet- 
ter yet, borrow it from a friend and don't return it. 

Disturbed Ground is no literary master- 
piece either. Carla Norton has fashioned a 
creditable work, but not an exciting one. 
Disturbed moves rather slowly, half of it 
taken up by Puente's trial. In an attempt to 
elicit the humanity in her story, Norton re- 
lies on far too many peripheral glances into 
the lives of the attorneys involved, the so- 
cial workers and other marginal characters. 
Moreover, Norton fails to compensate for 
the fact that there is so little story to tell: 
Most of the circumstances surrounding the 
murders have not yet been brought to light. 
The author has just enough information to 
make her story intriguing but not enough 
to make it satisfying. She has, however, 
brought a heinous criminal to our attention 
with enough panache to make us look for- 
ward, with something akin to anticipation, 
to her next book. 

Brother Love though, suffers from a sur- 
feit of information. Freedberg's book is very 
dense, containing enough material for a 
work double the size. In fact, it has so 
many subplots and subsidiary characters the 
reader will have difficulty keeping track. 
And it doesn't help that all members of the 
Nation of Yahweh have two names, one of 
them always ending in Israel. The surplus 
of facts is obviously a result of the author's 
coverage of the Mitchell/God trial for the 
Miami Herald, an assignment which gar- 
nered the author a Pulitzer Prize but left 
her mired in irrelevant details. Freedberg's 
journalistic pursuit of the story also ex- 
plains why Brother Love reads like a bunch 
of newspaper articles strung together rather 
than a cohesive, studied narrative but she 
does deservie credit for giving non-fiction 
crime readers a complete account of a fasci- 
nating sequence of events. 
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Of the three sociopaths in this trio of 
books, Mudgett offers the best model for 
the behavior of the type. In prison for the 
Pitetzel murder, the habitual dissembler 
first claimed that Pitetzel was alive and had 
fled, then that Pitetzel had committed sui- 
cide, then that he had murdered Pitetzel, 
then switched back to the suicide story, 
and finally confessed to all the murders. He 
tried to represent himself in court, wrote a 
mostly ficitional autobiography, and even- 
tually claimed that he was the devil incar- 
nate. In assisting in the identification of 
Pitetzel's body prior to his arrest, he was so 
bold as to handle the three week old corpse 
while medical examiners blanched, al- 
though he was known to them only as a 
patent agent. He never believed he would 
be caught, and in his arrogance tried the 
most ridiculous ploys to escape after his 
capture. And, when facing the certainty of 
the noose, he reveled in the attention, 
building himself into a larger than life 
character for the sake of celebrity. 

So, if you ask a sociopath if he or she 
thinks (s)he is the only person in the world, 
don't believe what you hear. The closest 
thing you'll get to the truth is some self-ag- 
grandizing piece of disingenuity. 

Slimsey the Sioux 
City Squealer 


Generation Ecch!: The 


Backlash Starts Here 


Jason Cohen and Michael 
Krugman (1994) Fireside Books 


Oh my! The mainstream certainly has my 
generation sussed. No question, just be- 
cause my parents decided to have a child in 
the late sixties, I’m expected by nattering na- 
bobs of negativism to sashay in public sport- 
ing a uniform of ripped flannel and strategi- 
cally torn jeans, a Zima in one hand, my 
penis in the other, weeping over the un- 
timely demise of St. Kurt Cobain patron of 
firearms and the diffident grunge ballad. My 
apartment filled with Aurora models and 
cheap psychedelic collectibles (well, it is, but 
let's carry on). My soul filled with angst over 
my job situation and its lame prospects. My 
head stuffed with banal advertising slogans 
and images from salacious MTV videos. 

If I don't die from my steady diet of he- 
lium and nitrous oxide, I nevertheless have 
a relatively short life to look forward to. 


Death, a separation from my insidious associates, a blessing, as my 
peers are little more than a gaggle of apathetic activists, ascetic 
consumers and cretinous nihlists. 

Do you believe this? Does anybody believe this? It's one of those 
modem urban legends like Dom Salemi's penis and Richard Gehr's 
propensity for gerbiling, n'est pas? 

Apparently not, because Гуе bumped into a number of books 
from various publishing houses which purport to have gotten the 
drop on the significance and relevance of Generation X. 

Yeah, okay. Fuck that. Even considering that most of my peers 
don't bother to read "because watching TV is much easier," the rest of 
my people could give two shits about a moniker given to them by two- 
bit advertising executives. Oh sure, some might, but they're the ones 
who start babbling to Newsweek and Time about what every other 
Generation worries about. They're selling out even though they weren't 
"in" in the first place. 

Generation Ecch takes the same tack: Just suppose that all the so- 
called sociologists, psychologists, rockologists and proctologists who 
had their supposed fingers on the pulse of the various youth move- 
ments vying for supremacy during the formative period of 1963-1979 
were found to be totally uninformed, uninspired and uninstructed. 
Would a lot of today's hip nonsense make more sense? Would the 
deep atavism of piercing and tatooing stand revealed as merely an 
infantile infatuation with the video work of the Red Hot Chili 
Peppers? Would the longing for contact with that "outside" our- 
selves prove to be nothing more than an insidious attempt to play 
on our mourning for adolescence, for the time when we watched 
horror and sci-fi films in the comfort of our parents' basement? Would 
the Zima craze show, once and for all, that thirty-somethings are so 
brain damaged they'll not only embrace pug-ugly morons like Phil 
Collins but drink boiled boar piss as long as it's well promoted? (The 
secret for turning Zima into Corona? Give it back to the chihuahua 
and let it go through a second time.) Would it explain how Chris 
Gore could make a fortune off Film Threat instead of languishing in 
his old video transfer job thanks to all the losers who sent him their hard 
eamed dollars in desperate homage for "breaking through”? 

You bet all three balls it does. . 

Despite the voluminous text, the best of this, clearly, is the 
Evan Dorkin illustrations. Evan is the brain behind the famed 
"Milk and Cheese" comic. Still, our authors do a fine job of blud- 
geoning wankers and walking-wounded as if they were baby seals. But 
they couldn't have done it without Dorkin's napalm strikes. The illos 
firebombing comics and coca cola fashions - "Legalize coca - it's all 
natural" - alone are worth the price of admission. But we get lots more; 
including swipes at Lollapaloser, moviegoing, and the gits attending 
political rallies as an expedient to experiencing L7 and the Chili 
Peppers. And the writing ain't half bad. Cohen and Krugman know the díf- 
ference between wheat and chaff That's important. Very important. 

The delicious irony behind all of this is that readers’ of Genera- 
поп will, more than likely, fail to understand that all of this is di- 
rected at them. Just like the Trekkies who saw William Shatner's 
“Get a life” speech, they’ll laugh and conclude that the authors are 
talking about somebody else. Anybody else. Guess what, dolts? The au- 
thors aren’t laughing with you. They’re laughing at you. 

Paul T. Riddell 
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Steven #7 by Doug Allen z 


The King of Boys Returns! Steven is hostile, he's rude, 
he drinks like a fish... and he's back in his seventh collec- 
tion of riotous syndicated comic strips by creator Doug 
Allen! Steven may be young, but he knows life stinks. 
and nothing is better than a cold beer. Here, Steven is 
plagued by his cast of moronic characters, like Bikini 

Bear and The Drunken Саси. But when he hooks up 

with Bunny. could the kid who hates everybody be in 
love!?! If he is, it's nothing a good killing spree won't cure. 
Includes rare. early Steven strips never before 
reprinted* 


40-page. B&W oversized comic with color 
Cardstock covers. $3.50 ($4.90 Canada). 


Steven #2-6 by Doug Allen are still available: 

Steven assaults your sensibilities in these belligerent back issues! 

#2: Steven works his dubious wiles with Mr. Owl, Ph.D. $2.95 ($3.75 Canada). 

#3: The Drunken Cactus fuels this bizarre issue. Limited supply! $2.95 ($3.75 Canada}. 
$4: Steven fires his cast of characters. $2.95 ($3.75 Canada). 

$15: Steven versus The Drunken Cactus. Also contains early strips. $3.50 ($4.20 Canada). 
#6: Drunken Cacti grow out of control! Steven versus his editors. $3.50 ($4.55 Canada). 
40-page. B&W oversized comics with color cardstock covers. Relists. 


Steven 
T-shirt #4 є 


It's that short fused manchild glorified on yet anoth- 
er T-shirt!!! This pirate motif à la Steven features 
black-and-white art on a black 100% cotton shirt. 
Steven logo on the back. Available in L and XL. 
$18.95. 
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After perusing this book, you will never 
look at pussies the same way again. The in- 
novative folks at “Down There Press,” the 
people who brought you Men Loumg Them- 
selves, have now published Femalia. At first 
glance, this appears to be merely a six-by- 
nine inch, seventy-two page trade paperback 
containing snapshots of thirty-two different 
women's vaginas as captured by a quartet of 
photographers; Upon closer examination, 
however, you'll find it is more, much more. 
The only written text is the introduc- 
tion, suplied by editor Joani Blank, who had 
the difficult task of selecting the photos for 
the book. (Also included is a girl's gonadal 
map, plus a recommended reading list.) 
The pages which follow illustrate mound of 
venuses of all shapes, styles and sizes. There 
are no bodies No faces. There are no 
airbrushed centerfolds. There are just cunts, 


plain and simple. The images are as striking 
and oddly beautiful as they are arresting. Each 
pussy portrait is as unique as a flower in a se- 
cret garden and equally as stirring. 

Shown in this manner, female genitalia 
is offered as raw art, not as masturbatorial 
inducement, although indeed, many of the 
photographs are arousing enough to inspire 
stroking. Each pudenda is exhibited on its 
own glossy white page, some held apart by 
the models’ fingers, while others brazenly 
stand open of their own accord. My only 
criticism is that there are no first names or 
ages supplied. This would have made the 
compilation much more intimate. 

In a strange sense, I felt cheated scruti- 
nizing these disjointed samples. I wanted to 
see the entire woman! I wanted to study 
their eyes! I wanted to view them as enti- 
ties, not as disembodied, moist, shielded 
forbidden zones. An interesting idea would 
have been to include pictures of the sub- 
jects’ faces in addition to their genitals. 
And then ask the reader to pair the shots 
with the physiognomies of the owners. 

The sheer variation of shape, of physical 
design, among the photographic studies is 


absolutely mind boggling. Compare the 
porcupineness of Tee A. Corinne’s #7, the 
asymmetrical left labia of Michael Perry’s 
#2 which looks like an unfurled flag, Jill 
Poesner’s glistening shaved jewel in Por- 
trait #1, the bat wings of #2 and the unfin- 
ished quality of #3. 

Among the photographers, lensman 
Michael A. Rosen’s work is perhaps the 
most astounding, for his photos offer the 
extremest of extreme close-ups. #1 has a dis- 
tinct trumpet like quality, nude with a proud 
clitoris shown to its full advantage, while 
#2 resembles an insect larvae hatching, 
save for the double-layered hood. # 6 pos- 
sesses a delicate grace, pink, bare, multi- 
foliated. Rosen’s #8 displays a bold, pinkie- 
sized button, an exact replica of a cockhead. 

Attempting to describe these photo- 
graphs seems sadly inadequate. They beg to 
be experienced in private, pensive mo- 
ments. And therein lies the real strength of 
Femalia, the personal reflections it is sure to 
invoke. This is a book for the curious and 
the brave; and for men, men who can bare 
to look — and look closely. 

Catherine Tavel 


LED BALLOONS BY DAVE KOCHER 


Can L 
Keep him, Mommy? 
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The Punishment of Anne 


(d) Radley Metzger (1975) 


Radley Metzger, better known as Henry Paris (and for late sev- 
enties hardcore efforts such as Misty Beethoven), has acquired a 
certain hip cachét of late in the underground press as a result of 
the rediscovery of sixties erotica like The Lickerish (Quartet and 
Camille 2000. The Punishment Of Anne, although a transitional 
work containing both suggestive and explicit sexual sequences 
is, however, Metzger's most controversial and rarely seen film 
thanks to its sympathetic and highly arousing approach to sado- 
masochism, urolagia and bondage. 

Which would make this film little more than an historical 
curio if that was all it was about; but it isn't. Metzger's primary 
concerns are the inherent contradictions in the sexual ex- 
change of power between male and female, the paradoxical na- 
ture of dominant-submissive role playing and the fine line be- 
tween pleasure and pain, humiliation and gratification, lust and 
affection, artifice and reality. 

Jean is a writer who has just had quite a time of it wrestling 
with a short story. Seeking refuge from the rarified world of art 
he decides to attend a posh and rather select cocktail party. 
There he espies Claire, an old flame, who appears quite willing 
to resume their relationship. But Jean the artist, obviously can- 
not absent himself for too long from the imagination and 
brushes off Claire so that he can more easily give himself to fan- 
tasies of Anne a young model who somewhat surprisingly, is not 
particularly beautiful or alluring. There is, however, something 
unreal about Anne; she is brumal, almost mamoreal in her de- 
portment, in her bearing. Clearly though, Anne is bound to 
Claire in some way. This fascinates Jean; his intimate knowl- 
edge of Claire allowing him to conclude that the bond between 
the two women has little to do with love or sex and everything 
to do with personae and highly-structured and regimented role 
playing. Art appears to be pitching her tent in the realm of the 
personal, the commonplace, the routine. 

Claire, a badly fading blonde, doesn't seem to care that Jean 
is fascinated with her friend. As the party is breaking up, she 
asks Jean to leave with her so that she can introduce him to the 
hitherto unapproachable Anne. "She belongs to me," Claire 
tells the startled writer. 

Belonging means Anne does everything Claire tells her to 
do. Jean discovers this the next day when he is asked to accom- 
pany the couple to a magnificent rose garden. There Anne is 
commanded to raise her dress above her hips while Claire 
scratches her thighs with the thorns of a plucked flower. Then 
after being forced to walk around with the prickly stem in her 
garter, Anne is compelled to discard the encumbrance, squat 
over it and urinate. Jean cannot take his eyes off Anne. Claire 
focuses her gaze on Jean. We think of the red rose, a romantic 
symbol here deliberately diminished by its forced association 
with pain, desire and bodily waste. The Apollonian invaded by 
the chthonian. The dehumanizing brutality of biology invading 
our attempts to romanticize, to make art out of such base matter 
as flesh and blood. Love and the aesthetic impulse: complex in- 
stincts difficult and often impossible to separate from lust and 
unfettered will. 

Jean is continually aroused by the image of Anne urinating. 
Woman as fecund muck, ersatz ejaculator, phallic and aggres- 
sive: Jean is entranced. He asks Claire if she has any pictures of 
her slave. She does and shows them to Jean. Most of them have 
Anne bound or with fresh marks. One mysterious photo is obvi- 
ously that of Claire her pudenda pulled open by her meticu- 
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lously made-up hands. Jean is intrigued 
but Claire refuses to elaborate. Is the art- 
ist supposed to explain himself or let the 
art speak for him? Anne and this budding 
scenario are all a part of Claire's work in 
progress. Yet we ask ourselves, as Jean 
does, where does artifice end and reality 
begin? Is it all subjective? Is everything 
seen through the distorted prism of indi- 
vidual consciousness? Or is this the 
wrong question, is Jean in becoming en- 
tangled with “woman”, losing himself in 
a daemonic realm antithetical and ult- 
imately destructive to the ordered world 
of the artist? Do aesthetics stop where 
sex begins? It appears so. Once the 
characters relinquish themselves to the 
pleasures of the flesh, there is no 
longer any talk of the plastic world 
of art. In fact Jean, the narrator, no 
longer talks at all. Well, perhaps he 
does, but we don't hear 
him; so lost is the viewer 
with Jean, in the incho- 
ate, unstructured, murky 
world of physical 
abasement and desire. 
Naturally, Claire is 
using Anne to get to 
Jean. But what great 
lengths she's going to! Is it 
lust, love or lunacy that has 
her harshly whipping a man- 
acled Anne while the 
later performs fellatio ї 
on Jean? Naturally too, 5 ^ 
Claire enjoys being in 
control. She's a photog- 
rapher, a creative personal- 
ity and she, like the male, needs 
to project. But so is Jean. And he 
too relishes Claire's subservience. So 
where is this all supposed to lead? To art, 
love or both! If it is to come to anything 
other than sex, the screenplay posits, ei- 
ther Claire or Jean is going to have to 
surrender the reins. Sex may be about 
power, about control, but only one party 
can be allowed to be dominant. There's 
no hope of compromise, Metzger's sce- 
nario doesn't allow for that. He's telling 
us, demanding we recognize, that only 
one person can wear the pants in a rela- 
tionship, even in a purely sexual one; 
which is why Anne leaves Claire when 
the latter finally breaks and betrays emo- 
tion. Yet Claire does not turn to art 
when Anne absents herself; she goes to 
Jean — who tired of decadence, that dis- 
ease of the heart and mind has returned 
to his typewriter — and gives herself to 


him, to man the ultimate sexual concept- 
ualizer and projector, the ruler of art. 
Jean's slapping of Claire before making 
love to her, can be seen therefore as not 
a random act of violence or coercion 
(Claire consents) but the cold and abso- 
lute response of the male artist toward 
and away from women. 

Anne is something of a cipher but her 
willingness to be abused, to be manipu- 
lated, says something profound about the 
pleasure to be found in the abdication of 
responsibility, even when this surrender 
involves physical pain. Abandonment al- 
lows one to throw off the shackles of the 

ego and become lost in the here 
and now, to emmerse the 
self in pure sensation, but 
also to, in a very real sense, 
become a child again and 
in so doing, to cheat death, 
to remain eternally young. 
Who doesn't long for this? 
And of course with this 
desire, this longing, comes 
uneasiness and guilt, and I 
would argue along with 
Metzger, the need to be pun- 
ished. When Claire breaks 
down and becomes the 
helpless infant, refuses to 
correct her partner, 
Anne doesn't beg her to 
stop or throw a temper 
tantrum as a youth 
might; she acts quite 
the adult, packing her 
things and walking out into 
the night. The masochist 
doesn't live for the pain, she 
lives for release and it's a ma- 
ture, structured, and in many 
ways, artistic response to life 
in all its unpredictability. 

Which, in the end, is what 
makes Punishment so unfor- 
gettable: the fact that it intel- 
ligently and persuasively ar- 
gues for the administering 
and receiving of pain as a legitimate aes- 
thetic. And the reason, I think, the film 
has been banned in almost every commu- 
nity in the United States. Sado-masoch- 
ism, torture and toilet play are not sup- 
posed to arouse except on the most 
primitive levels. Metzger places all of this 
on a higher plane and in so doing allows 
us to challenge our own conceptions of 
what is and isn't potable. Both in and 
outside the bedroom. 
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Privale Video 


Magazine; 


Upon reading the positive reference to 
the Private Video Magazine (PVM) line in 
issue fourteen's "Оп Manor's Mind,” I 
felt compelled to second that thumb up. 
With all due respect to Buttman, Dirty 
Debutantes, et al., Private Video Magazine is 
the best series currently on the adult market. 

Ah, but the official Brut guidelines 
state an adult tape must be "different" 
than the standard flesh flick to merit in- 
clusion in these hallowed pages. So how 
do the Private pics make the cut? They 
qualify for a number of reasons. 

The key is that about ninety percent 
of the footage is shot outside the U.S. 
with a predominantly European cast. This 
is a huge plus in many ways. First, we're 
not subjected to the same dozen male 
performers who seem to have appeared in 
nearly every U.S.-lensed title for the past 
fifteen years. Nor are the actresses the arti- 
ficially enhanced Silicone Sally types pre- 
dominant in American releases. 

Secondly, the director takes full advan- 
tage of the gorgeous foreign scenery. For- 
get that "taped at the producer's house" 
look. Locations include chateaus, deposed 
politicos’ sprawling estates, ancient castles, 
Caribbean resorts and lush countryside 
settings. In addition, numerous scenes 
are shot outdoors — a real rarity in domes- 
tic titles — with unspoiled nature providing a 
beautiful backdrop for the carnal couplers. 

PVMs are anthologies: a simple boys- 
meet-girls premise is established; a minute 
or so later, rears are in gear. That brings 
up the third plus, the language factor. 

Most Private players speak heavily ac- 
cented English or none at all. (You want 
“snappy repartee,” rent Six Degrees Of 
Separation, okay?) A lack of dialogue may 
be considered a minus to some, but to 
me, it’s an absolute pleasure not to be sub- 
jected to insipid “dirty talk.” Pd be willing 
to wager that, except for the knuckle- 
draggers, most viewers find the obligatory 
“Do it harder, you filthy slut” lines to be un- 
realistic, silly, degrading, misogynous and/or 
just plain stupid. Who but The Defilers fan 
gets their jollies on this sort of dribble, 
anyway? 
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The fourth plus: the enthusiasm of the 
attractive cast, particularly the women. 
Maybe it has something to do with Euro- 
peans being less sexually inhibited than 
their repressed American counterparts: 
whatever the reason, these performers AL- 
WAYS appear to be thoroughly enjoying 
themselves whether with a single partner 
or participating in a group grope. Quite 
often a Private lady will beam a big (and 
not superficial) smile right into the lens. 

New good-lookers eager to do anythmg 
with their many companions, expertly 
photographed in a variety of breathtaking 
locales, minus the remote control battery- 
draining lengthy exposition or absurd dia- 
logue: quite a winning combination. The 
key to the Private producers’ success is that 
they understand erotica is all about pre- 
senting fantasies. Are you ever going to 
take part in a four-man/two-woman orgy out- 
side on а tarp in the snow-covered Alps? 
Not likely . . . so Private choppered in a cast 
and crew and taped one such bacchanal. 
Think of PVMs as overseas travelogues you 


won't see on PBS! 
by Robin Kreighdles 
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Devil Times Five 


(d) Sean MacGregor (1974) 


Devil Times Five takes the somewhat 
hoary horror convention of menaced 
cabin bound innocents and stands it on 
its head. Twists it actually. Making the 
“innocents” emotionally dysfunctional 
adults and the “menace” five severely dys- 
functional children. Most of it is rather 
creepy, a lot of it is quite funny — inten- 
tionally I think — and neither the nasti- 
ness nor the comedy seem to get in the 
way of the other. Almost every scene 
works without lessening the impact of what 
has gone before. 

The five little monsters are runaways 
from a mental home and their nominal 
leader is a prepubescent girl laboring under 
the delusion she is a nun. Stumbling 
upon a mountain retreat, the quintet 
manage to convince the inhabitants they 
were in a car accident and their parents 
and guardians killed. Normally, you'd ex- 
pect a barrage of questions from some un- 
derstandably concerned grown-ups but 
let me tell ya, these adults haven’t grown 
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much. In fact, they’re all rather strange. 
And they have a lot of problems. Take 
Lovely for example, the alluring, pneu- 
matic brunette nympho married to the 
acidulously cantankerous Papa Doc 
(Gene Evans of My Friend Flicka), the 
owner of the expensive hideaway. When 
Lovely isn’t trying to seduce her retarded 
stepson — “Pull down your pants Ralph. 
That's it. Now what do you want to do?” 
— she’s cat-fighting with bomb blonde 
Barbara over Bab’s fiance, a sardonic 
roue once Lovely's lover. Then there's 
the fat, horribly balding milquetoastish 
Dr. Beckman (Sorrell Booke: Boss Hog 
on Dukes of Hazzard) an employee of the 
perpetually peeved Pap. Beckman is pre- 
tending to rusticate in this remote re- 
treat. What he really plans to do, at the 
appropriate time of course, is to put his 
boss in his place in a very manly way and 
to salvage his pride, his job and possibly 
his marriage to a badly aging, irredeemable 
lush. Beckman ultimately fails; as he spends 
most of his time rehearsing in front of a mirror. 

Into this cretinous but highly amusing 
soap opera come the deranged delin- 
quents. Nobody notices how crazy they 
are until the adults start disappearing. 
One-by-One. In all manner of gruesome 
ways. Director MacGregor utilizing a 
tried and true storytelling method, lets us 
see just how addled these youngsters are 
very early in the film. Breaking into the 
basement of the retreat, the kids decry 
their wounded driver-guardian who, 
along with the children, has somehow 
managed to survive a wreck as fierce as 
any at Daytona. Deliberately advancing 
on him like a spider with a fly caught in 
its web, the terrible tykes surround their 
hapless prey and take turns beating him 
with various garden implements. The 
whole sequence is filmed in black and 
white, which is disquieting enough in a 
color film, but it's also shot in slow mo- 
tion. Thus, a horrifying and revolting 
two minutes becomes four. Or five or six 
— you can't really tell after awhile. Still, 
it seems like forever and, as a conse- 
quence, you can't even glance at the de- 
praved younglings thereafter without feel- 
ing a delightful frisson. Even though two of 
them are comfortably, adorably familiar. 
Yes, that's Leif Garrett walking around in 
a dress and, yes, that's Doddy of My 
Three Sons with an axe in her hands. 

The conclusion is resolutely downbeat 
and that assuredly will put most viewers 
off. We want to see these hellspawn get 
their comeuppance after while. In the 
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worst of all possible ways. Yet our disap- 
pointment is tempered by a coda so 
ghoulish and unbelievable as to border 
on the surreal. A game, it's all been a 
game, a wonderful, exciting game. Now 
nobody wants to play anymore. Or even 
talk to us. So we have to go. To find new 
friends. Friends who will play with us. In 
our games. And if they don't. Well, they 
just better. That's all. 
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Godzilla Versus 


Mechagodzilla 


(d) Eric Von Zipperhead (1994) 


The insidious and viperous Japanese, 
choosing to ignore the fact that the godly 
Godzilla has just saved their tiny and 
worthless nation from the depredations 
of Biolante, a gargantuan killer rose bush, 
attempt to rid themselves of their most 
talented movie star in this, the latest in- 
stallment of the world’s longest running 
monster soap opera. 

Naturally, Godzie is not pleased about 
this latest development in Nipponese-di- 
nosaur relations. “He’s having a difficult 
life just because he was bom a few million 
years too late,” the Judas-like Japs sneer. 

But the nefarious Nips know that's 
not the real reason. The truth of the 
matter is that the Land of the Rising Sun is 
jealous of the gigantic godsillosaur’s pop- 
ularity in the West. Oh, we pretend to be 
interested in Noh plays and sumo wres- 
tling and Yukio Mishima and Akira 
Kurosawa. But we're not. Americans, now 
that GM and Fords are being built properly 
again, only have eyes for the killa-Z illa. 

And that burns the Japs up. So the 
onerous Occidentals, consumed by jeal- 
ousy, shamelessly decide to pearl harbor 
one of their own. Despite the billions of 
dollars she brings into the country in the 
form of tourism and unlicensed merchan- 
dising. Despicable. 

You notice I said, “she” when referring 
to our soon to be leaping lizard. It's not a 
mistake. I always thought Godzilla was а 
male. You probably did too. So big. So 
bold. So suave. Doesn't that spell MAN 
to you, kiddo? 

No it doesn't. And the cowardly-Camry- 
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constructors are cognizant of this. And be- 
cause they are, they know where Yenasaurus 
achilles heel lies; where she's particularly vul- 
nerable. Yes, the fecund cthonian swamp of 
the maternal. Great galloping Gorgo! 

So the narrow-eyed knaves execute a 
hit and run mission on Godzilla Island 
and shanghai the saurian suckling. Well, it's 
not really a nurseling. In fact, it's not even 
neonatal. That's because this baby is still 
an egg. And Rodan, a giant pterodactyl, 
has custody. Which Godzilla doesn't seem 
to mind, since she spends most of her 
time underwater where, as we all know, 
it's kind of tough to nest. Especially if 
you weigh about sixteen katrillion tons. 
When you're this heavy, you sit down, 
chances are, you're not getting back up. 

Anyway, this shifty-eyed scientific 
team absconds with the hard-shelled 
spawn and Godzie, after taking it out on 
Rodan for being so irresponsible, lumbers 
off after the unhatched unbom. Stopping 
off to destroy Kyoto along the way. 

This ill-timed temper tantrum gives 
the slimey skibbies the chance to activate 
this mega-big mechanical metalloid 
Godzilla which can do everything our 
heroine can do. And can’t do. Like fly 
and shoot rockets from it’s belly. Godzie 
manages to take the MechaGodzie in two 
out of three falls but before she can finish 
the manmade monstrosity she gets a tele- 
pathic call from her newsy born bairn 
(which looks something like Barney the 
Dinosaur with teeth and is cleverly chris- 
tened Baby by it’s luscious trainer). 

Now it gets really complicated. What 
with the new and improved Mecha- 
Godzilla and it’s program to paralyze 
Godzilla by going after the “second 
brain” in her tail, Baby coming to believe 
its keeper is its mother, Rodan returning 
thinking she’s the mother and the mother of 
all battles featuring all of the aforement- 


ioned and the mythical Japanese airforce. 

Yes, the film is moronic, the special ef- 
fects amateurish and the monsters ridicu- 
lous; but if you can watch this farrago for 
more than five minutes without breaking 
into hysterical laughter then your heart must 
be made of stone. For the rest of you, those 
who believe in the cathartic value of low 
farce, MechaGodazilla cannot help but bring fast, 
soothing relief. 
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(d) J. M. Maddedou & Yann Piquer(1994) 


Eerie, unsettling and often unforgettable, 
this compendium of unrelated short nar- 
ratives defies description. At times, it’s 
like watching the work of the world’s 
maddest film students. At certain junc- 
tures, the viewer is left wondering 
whether he’s the one who’s mad. Often, 
it seems as if we are in the presence of a 
hopeless idiot recounting a joke he him- 
self only dimly understands. And so we 
never get, or see, the punch line coming. 
When it arrives we ask ourselves: What 
does it mean? Or: Does this really mean 
anything? Yes, yes it does we tell our- 
selves but like a half-remembered dream, 
the pith, the heart of the matter, lies on 
the edge of comprehension, dangling 
tantalizingly out of reach. 

The framing device consists of a long 
line of people — shot in negative — shout- 
ing dully, stamping their feet and stomp- 
ing the ground with stout cudgels. The 
camera moves slowly along the never 
ending line and then we cut to another 
nightmare. Another bad bit of burlesque. 
One episode calls upon the cult Amicus 
horror film Tales From The Crypt for in- 
spiration. A man seeking to purchase a 
superannuated house at the edge of town 
is locked into a deadly maze by the own- 
ers, a maze which includes jerrybuilt 
walls laced with razors. Another se- 
quence utilizes the hoary scare device of 
the slowly collapsing ceiling. The woman 
who awakens to find this happening to 
her may or may not escape. It’s hard to 
remember. Does the man entrapped in 
his car in an auto graveyard get crushed 
and pressed into a metal cube like the 
other screaming, hapless prisoners in line 
ahead of him? We're not sure. Are we 
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awake or are we asleep! Difficult to be 
certain. These scenarios are invested with 
the horrid inevitability of a dream and 
like a dream they dissipate, dive into the 
subconscious while unspooling. 

The comic elements are likewise shot 
through with an air of grotesque unreal- 
ity. А middle-aged man sacrifices his 
body so that his head can rest between 
the legs of his beloved. We laugh — who 
hasn’t imagined himself in this sublime 
posture — but the laughter is uneasy as we 
have just witnessed the dismemberment 
of the l'amour fou by a jealous rival. An 
artist allows his head to become a bust in 
a gallery exhibit. Again the harsh croak 
of idiot laughter finds its way into our 
throats. For we've witnessed the price the 
sculptor had to pay: A brutal beating of 
the head until it effloresced into a tumes- 
cent calcified orange growth. An old 
woman carrying a cat in a handbag 
smashes the bag repeatedly against the 
wall so that she can paint a bloody heart 
on the wall for us. The line separating art 
and madness is a thin one. This seems an 
appropriate metaphor despite its mean- 
spiritedness. And surely the recluse adorn- 
ing his garret with dead flies is insane. Yet 
there is something clean and pure in the 
perfect lines he's made with the dead in- 
sects. Something so right. If ineffable. 
Incomprehensible. And in many ways, fab- 
ricating entails a kind of killing doesn't it? 

Strange, disorienting and somehow fa- 
miliar, filled with involuntary poetry 
unexpected juxtapositions of the sordid 
and the comely, Adrenalin is a celebra- 
tion of everything that is, as the French 
surrealists would say, deliriant et convulsif. 
Oui: The horror is comic; the comedy, 
sordid; the sordid, horrific . . . leading. . . 
leading . . . Ah, who knows where? 
Afterall, who are we, whence come we, 
wither are we going? 


—T 
Buried Alive 


(d) Joe D'Amato (1979) 


You can't get much lower than the demi- 
monde of Italian horror cinema. Except, 
apparently, if you're Joe D'Amato. Even 
the homunculi who toil in this exploita- 
tion graveyard have little respect for 
poor, ridiculously prolific Joe. A no tal- 
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ent, opportunistic hack, are a few of the 
kinder things I've heard him called. Even 
readers of such semi-literate publications 
as Cult Movies & Video and Monster In- 
ternational deride his substantial oeuvre. 
Which is okay with me because Mr. 
D'Amato (Christian name Aristide 
Massaccesi) apparently, if my sources 
serve me well, could give a rats' ass. In 
fact, it appears that Joe's not even con- 
cerned whether anyone knows it's him 
behind the lens. Or what title the movie 
he's just finished making is released under. 
Steven Benson, David Hills, Michael 
Wotruba these are just a few of the names 
Joe, er Aristide has employed. And Buried 
Alive aka Buio Omega aka Beyond The 
Darkness are just a few of the tags Joe has 
allowed the film distributors to utilize in an 
attempt to sell this flick to as many guillible 
gorehounds as humanly possible. 

I know virtually nothing about Aristide 
but my exhaustive research on this rather 
insignificant Italian insect has left me with 
the following impressions. Massaccesi is 
most comfortable in vulgar sexual enter- 
tainments. When he has ventured into 
the horror field - which is quite often - 
he has produced either dull, leadenly 
paced films a la Antropophagus or incom- 
prehensible nonsense on the order of 


Death Smiles On The Murderer. Neither 
of which I have seen. But I want to. Very 
badly. Because Buio Omega or Buried 
Alive or whatever you want to call it is — 
— a marvelously sleazy bit of business. 
Our story concerns handsome, if slighly 
epicene, Frank, a diffident, impossibly 
wealthy young aristocrat. Frank resides in 
a beautifully appointed Swiss-Roman villa 
in the middle of a bucolic nowhere. Birds 
sing to him. The sky is azure blue and al- 
ways sunny. Green as green can be is the 
grass. Animals come to Frank and eat out 
of his hand. Frank is charmed. Non-plussed. 
So much so that he must kill and stuff them. 
Yes, gorgeous lithe poetic Frank is insane. 
When his girlfriend dies as a result of 
a voodoo curse enjoined by his erotically 
cadaverous housekeeper Iris, Frank decides 
to utilize his taxidermic skills to keep his 
amorante preserved in his bedroom for- 
ever. Frank being in the prime of man- 
hood however has needs. Sexual ones. 
Iris tries to satisfy them by masturbating 
him while he sits at the side of his suet 
filled beloved but it's just not enough. So 
Frank goes trolling among the living. But 
none of the younger generation em- 
phathises with his need to make love in a 
bed adjoining a blueing corpse. Frank re- 
acts with the savagery one might expect 


from a highly sexed, visionary. He tears 
fingernails out with pliers and severs 
carotoid arteries with his teeth. Then asks 
his amanuensis to clean up the mess. Af- 
ter she plays with his pee pee. 

There's really not much to any of this. 
It's sex and death and little else. Beauti- 
ful and slightly beautiful girls have their 
bodies torn to pieces and, in the interim, 
our beautiful Italian homosexual star 
mouthes idiotic lines, purses his lips and 
apes the attitudes of a highly disturbed het- 
erosexual. And caresses body parts. And 
ripe ruby-red irrubescent inner organs. 

Buried Alive definitely ain't art — what 
is these days? — but it beats the hell out of 
whatever is in second place. The girls are 
slutty and completely naked. The guts 
purloined from the butcher shop. And all 
concerned are obviously having the time 
of their lives. It's as if the participants are 
watching us from the drive-in screen and 
doing whatever it takes to prevent us 
from necking or drinking or going to the 
bathroom. That may not be entertain- 
ment to you kiddo but then you probably 
have little use for things of this sort any- 
way. 1 do, however. It keeps me regular. 4 
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LIVES IN DIS TREE 


AN ASSISTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY 
ON STAKEOUT AT ALL. 800000000. 


¦ WH0000000! I'M A SCARY GHOST 


I AIN'T NO ESCAPED CONVICT, 


$5000. Five thousand dollars. No! Don't rub your eyes. 
You read it right. Ozzy is offering five thousand dollars for 
information leading to the meeting of the next Ms. Fide. 
Hell, if you're a woman, introduce yourself; and if we get 
hitched, ГИ personally write out the check on our wedding 
night. (Although you'll most likely be far too busy to worry 
about such picayune matters as that.) 

Why am | making such a desperate offer? Because I'm 
desperate, ya goof! It’s been almost a year now since 
Diabla left me; I've gone through a couple of dozen 
women and all | have to show for it is a few extra pounds, 
a lot less hair and a severe drinking problem. 

Is it too much to ask for a woman to enjoy both pro 
wrestling and T. S. Eliot? The Ramones and Rachmaninoff? 
April flowers and golden, er, spring showers? І don't think so. 

Still, Рт alone so maybe І don't have a clue as to what 
the fuck I'm talking about. 

And don't tell me | just have to get laid. Oz, being the 
roue that he is, has never, repeat never, had trouble get- 
ting his wick dipped. 

Now before you all go running off to call your spinster 
aunts and divorced moms, let me give you a few ground 
rules. And make no mistake about it, these requirements 
must be strictly followed.. Those calling with leads while 
not bothering to adhere to what is about to follow will be 
dealt with quite severely. As in third degree burns and per- 
manent disfigurement. 

Alright, so listen up. First of all, the woman of my 
dreams has got to be thirty-five or under. | went the ma- 
ture route and here's a typical misadventure. Got an intro- 
duction from a friend who's hot for the reward. Naturally | 
give the girlfriend a call. Woman tells me she's thirty-eight, 
ready to settle down, and lives real close. | drive halfway 
to Bumfuck, Egypt and blow twelve gallons of gas before 
pulling into a townhouse complex in the middle of a cow 
pasture. Of course she's ready to settle down. If you were 
a homely, buck-toothed grandmother in your late forties 


with two grown kids one of whom was living with you 
despite the fact he'd been arrested a few times for 
peeping into neighbor's windows wouldn't you be anx- 
ious to get hitched and blow town? | should say so. 
Thanks, Steve. If | ever see you again (which | kinda 
doubt) Гт gonna choke the life out of you. 

Second requirement: She must be attractive. | don't 
mean she has to have the body of a Playboy centerfold 
but my future wife should not look like a Winebago from 
the back. Or, a young boy from the front. Yes, yes, yes. 
Beauty is in the eye of the beholder; ГІЇ agree just to 
forestall an argument. But let's face it, we all under- 
stand what "attractive" means. Don't give me that look. | 
know the concept is a univeral Jungian archetypal kind 
of thing, a Keatsian truth, a Platonic ideal. And so does 
the opposite sex, that's why so many of the femmes I’ve 
met on blind dates have insisted our first meeting take 
place in a smokey, dimly lit club. 

And since we're talking five thousand big ones here 
let me help you out a little more. Her nose should not jut 
out further than her breasts. Sure, Pinocchio's опе of 
my favorite flicks but l've never had any interest in 
fucking him. Or Barbara Streisand for that matter. Ya hear? 

Still, | might be able to handle a decent sized 
schnozola. But not a pitted face. So don't bring over a 
chick whose face looks like it caught fire and was put 
out with a track shoe. | don't want to have to spend the 
rest of my life telling wiseguys what's par for my wife's 
face Ya get my drift? 

Nor do | expect to see any hair anywhere on the 
body except where God intended it. If | wanted hair on 
the face or the legs (armpits are okay, I'm kind of pro- 
gressive) I'd ask you to throw in a pair of balls and a 
prison record. | got enough problems without having to 
worry about getting titties painted оп my back and а 
dick jammed up my ass while I'm asleep. Ya know what 
I'm sayin’? 
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Tall. Short. It doesn't matter. But 
don't be a jerkoff and send me a 
dwarf or a midget. | got nothing 
against the vertically challenged. I’ve 
just never been able to relax when 
dancing with ту crotch in ту 
partner's face. Alright? 

Emotional stability. That's impor- 
tant. | don't want a dame who feels 
the need to let her skirt ride way up 
every time she crosses her legs when 
siting down in public. Or who gives 
the eye to every good looking guy 
walking into the room. If | wanted a 
whore l'd move to Times Square. Or 
start dressing like a pimp. Hold that. 
l'm Sicilian. Most people probably 
think | already dress like one. 

Intelligence. | need one in the 
middle three figures. What does that 
mean? It means | don't have time for 
a woman's studies major telling me 
Lorraine Hansbury could write circles 
around Tennessee Williams. Or that 
Mozart stole all his ideas from his 
wife. And if | have to listen to one 
more broad tell me my cobalt blue 66 
GTO is a neurotic substitute for my 
diminutive penis | swear l'm gonna 
pull out whatever it is Гуе got and 
beat her to death with it. Capeche? 

Ah, that's silly. Гме never hit a 
woman in my life. Wouldn't think of it. 
Even if, as so many seem to do in 
today's more progressive clime, she 
begged me to. Unless she asked real 
sweet and was wearing a leather 
teddy and standing boldly atop a pair 
of stiletto heels . . . 

Okay, simple, right? Even a moron 
like you can understand what it is I'm 
looking for. So get out there and start, 
ahem, beating the bushes. Go ahead. 
| know you need the money. But be- 
fore you до... Read on, what follows 
is important. 


lemon Knight 


(d) Ernest K. Dickerson 


What I expected: Three or four fitfully 
interesting tales stuffed with gore and nu- 
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dity a la Tales From The Crypt. That's 
what I figured after seeing that silly little 
Crypt Keeper in all the ads. What I got: A 
single fitfully interesting tale of a modem 
day Knight Templar (William Sadler) 
protecting the universe from the devil 
(Billy Zane) and his flesh-munching skel- 
etal minions. Sadler's been able to do so 
for the better part of a century thanks pri- 
marily to a wooden cross filled with 
Christ's blood but now the stars are prop- 
erly aligned or some such nonsense and 
our hero's back is pinned firmly to the 
wall. Sadler's last stand takes place in- 
side a boarding house on the edge of no- 
where populated with a stock cast of 
characters but Dickerson (Juice, Surviv- 
ing The Game), realizing early on that he 
has no script, keeps things moving at an 
impressive pace, uses gore and mayhem 
as a substitute for character development, 
cretinous humor in place of story, and 
lights the whole thing in atmospheric 
mausoleum blues and sepulchral grays. 
Now if Ernie had thrown in a little bit of 
nudity, just a tad mind you, this project 
would have easily garnered Ozzie's 
hightest rating. **** 


Disclosure 


(d) Barry Levinson 


Let me ask you something. At what point 
during a dalliance can a man break it off, 
and if his "no" isn't taken for no, later 
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scream he was the victim of a sexual 
abuse? After a few French kisses and a 
little frottage? Of course. Apres a little 
groping? Mais oui. Naturellment. During 
a blow job? I know. I know. “Ozzy! Get 
the fuck outta here! Are you kidding?" I 
agree. Once you get that far you might as 
well as go along for the ride. Besides no 
heterosexual man on the planet is going 
to stop someone who looks like Demi 
Moore from swinging on his Johnson. 
No! What he's probably going to say is, 
"Hey, gorgeous. You think you could 
work my asshole and balls into the mix?" 
But that's what the producers of this pre- 
posterous melodrama want you to buy. 
And if you can, then watching Michael 
Douglas (who seems to be making a ca- 
reer out of this femme fatale victim 
thing) trying to turn the table on the cur- 
vaceous Ms. Bruce Willis just might be 
your cup of tea. Douglas is a computer 
products manager who has been passed 
over for the vice-presidency in favor of 
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Moore. Which is particularly galling for 
Douglas since he long ago passed her over 
for a mousey, unassuming boney-assed 
feminist type. When Moore, once en- 
sconced, tries to resume the relationship in 
her office after hours, Douglas flips (but 
not after having his purple-helmeted war- 
rior cleaned) and runs out. Being a man, 
Michael is willing to forget all about it - 
Demi's nothing but a whore, right? - but 
Ms. Moore, naturally, doesn't see it that 
way and complains to Donald Sutherland, 
the president of the company. Douglas, in 
danger of losing his job, has to confess to 
his wife, that he wasn't, no, not for one 
moment, enjoying himself, then convince 
Sutherland, his fellow employees and fi- 
nally a hot-shot female lawyer who agrees 
to handle his sexual harassment suit. It's 
all, quite inadvertently, rather amusing, as 
Scriptwriter Paul Attanassio (a brilliant 
film critic) has to go to ridiculous lengths 
to make Moore unappealing so we can buy 
his premise. I didn't. But then, I' m a man. 
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In which we learn nothing so much as 
noble intentions and fine performances 
do not a memorable film make. Inspired” 
by the case of Alcatraz prisoner Henri 
Young, Murder stars Christian Slater as 
an idealistic young attorney attempting to 
clear Kevin Bacon, an inmate on The 
Rock, of the charge of willfully stabbing 
to death a fellow inmate. We discover, 
through several harrowing opening se- 
quences, that Bacon is not responsible for 
his actions, having been turned into a 
slobbering animal thanks to three years in 
solitary confinement and repeated brutal 
beatings at the hands and orders of sadis- 
tic assistant warden Gary Oldman (effec- 
tively suave and creepy as only he can be). 

Because this is 1941 and America has 
not yet become the progressive and hu- 
mane state it is today, Slater is clearly up 
against it. Not only does judge Will J. 
Ermey think it tomfoolery to blame the 
system but so does Slater's girlfriend, an 
assistant d.a. with whom he works, the 
d.a. himself, and Slater's hot shot federal 
lawyer brother (Brad Dourif) Not to 
mention client Bacon who informs Slater, 
after the latter spends the first couple of 
reels trying to humanize him, that he 
doesn't want to be found innocent; he 
just wants a friend. That's an incredible 
amount of pressure for a man handling 
his first case, wouldn't you agree? And 
I'd think you'd also agree that there looks 
to be too much story here and no way of 
getting it told satisfactorily. Or at least in- 
triguingly. The filmmakers try to smooth 
it all out by having Slater engage in a lot 
of voice-over narration but it doesn't re- 
ally help. There's no focus, no point to it 
all; the film is a farrago, a haphazard jug- 
gling of a dozen or so themes none of 
which are ever developed in any mean- 
ingful or penetrating way. In the end, de- 
spite several poignant and unforgettable 
scenes, you come away feeling much has 
been made ado about nothing. 
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flreelfighler 


(d) Steven E. de Souza 


No, Raul Julia didn't die of cancer. Or of 
AIDS as one of the more vicious rumours 
has it. He took one look at the rushes of 
this abomination went right into a coma 
and joined the choir invisible. You would 
have too if you were forced to mug your 
way through a film devoid of plotting, 
story and theme. Which isn't so surpris- 
ing since the flick was adapted from a 
video game. Nor is it too terribly shock- 
ing to find top billed star Jean Claude 
Van Damme's performance about as in- 
teresting and varied as that of a Pac Man. 
But it is rather remarkable to find a film 
which makes Super Mario Brothers look 
like Citizen Kane by comparison. 


Just Cause 
(d) Arne Glimcher 


Proof positive that just cause you have 
Sean Connery and Laurrence Fishburne 
in a movie ain’t no guarantee of nothin’. 
‘Specially when you have phone-in direc- 
tion and soporific performances from all 
concemed save Ed Harris as a scenery- 
chewing psycopathic killer who may or 
may not have committed the murder 
pinned on a purty young black man. 
Connery is the liberal Harvard legal pro- 
fessor- by way of Scotland to explain the 
accent - investigating what might have 
been a frame-up by smug Florida swamp 
sheriff Fishburne. Ridiculously contrived, 
virtually devoid of suspense, intelligent 
dialogue and anything else you might be 
looking for in a film (go ahead, pick 
something, anything), Just Cause is an 
unmitigated disaster, an embarrassment 
for all concerned. Save the beautifully 
ageing Sean, who makes three flops for 
every moderate hit and always seems to 
emerge unscathed. Oh yes, and Ned 
“Squeal Like A Pig” Beatty who appar- 
ently will take on any part no matter how 
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small nor how demeaning. But he's 
grown so amazingly large he's probably 
incapable of being embarrassed. Now I 
know ole Ned's always been somewhat 
chunky but I'm talking obese here. I 
mean, he looks positively ridiculous. 
Like he's been taking it up the ass with 
an air hose. And loving it. 
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Ah! The Japanese. They toil. Sweat neigh 
unto to death and still fail to convince 
new sins may be born for men's troubles. 
Yet what is worn as naturally as a carna- 
tion in the buttonhole of a Wilde or a 
Passolini looks forced on the coat of the 
inscrutable Occidental. Nevertheless, 
here, amidst the recurring strains of 
Chopin's Nocturne in E flat major (op. 9 
no. 2), we are asked to concern ourselves 
with a ravishing Japanese youth seeking 
redress of old wrongs while he dallies 
amongst the roses and raptures of vice. 
Whips, pulleys and cages are an obvious 
necessity for this undertaking. New work 
for the initially unaccomodating lover, 
new passions for daytime or night. Tor- 
tures undreamt of, unheard of, unwritten, 
unknown. Beautiful yearning bodies de- 
graded. Amorantes tricked into soiling 
themselves, forced to repent sins never 
committed. The dissolute father discov- 
ered in the psyche, stumbled upon in real- 
ity with an escaped victim, then hung af- 
ter first allowing a savaging of a child- 
hood sweatheart. We are left watching 
the sun set on a remote strand while the 
"Moonlight Sonata" ebbs and flows. 
Fades as foam upon water perishes. As 
sand upon shore. (Available From Miami 
Video Search) 


Ihe Walking 


(d) Preston A. 


Dead 
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Yeah, I was excited baby. The black ex- 
perience in Nam! That's what we were 
told we were getting. Getting from the 
producers of high-octane modern day 
blaxploitation potboilers New Jack City 
and Jason's Lyric. But instead of blood 
and boobs and blam-blam? Four charac- 
ters in search of an author. Four cretinous 
but terribly fit black men on a suicidal 
mission deep in the beart of Charlie terri- 
tory, beset on every side by Ho Chi 
Min's minions, running low on ammo 
and without a radio and what do they do? 
They put the brakes on at every opportu- 
nity. And why? So they can tell us and 
their buddies the story of their sorry- 
assed lives and let loose with apercus like 
7 You're a killer. That's what a marine is. 
The sooner you learn that the sooner you 
can deal with it"; and "Vietnam, it's a 
pimp's game, baby, gone political." At 
one point, in the middle of the night and 
tbe jungle, two of the brothers break into 
“I Heard It Through The Grapevine" add- 
ing a little Temptations’ style soft shoe 
for good measure. Well, I said these guys 
were cretins, didn't I? So what does that 
make writer and director Preston A. 
Whitmore? Unemployed. Hopefully for the 
rest of his sorry-ass caucasion-hating life. 
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As Sharon Stone was top billed on this 
"parodistic" western I figured Га be in 
for a lot of tricks and head, but no such 
luck. What I got was a cretinous Sergio 
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Leone homage with Stone as а witless 
gunslinger working her way through a se- 
nes of varmits (Leonardo DiCaprio, 
Lance Henriksen, et al.) in a gunfighting 


contest so she can take out the sadistic 
town honcho (Gene Hackman in a droll 
reprise of his turn in Unforgiven). Seems 
Hackman did Stone a little dirt when she 
was nothing more than knee high to a 
woman. Now she thinks she is one what 
with the chaps and boots and bandanas 
and the gun with the bullets and the dust 
all over everything . . . Raimi throws in a 
lot of fancy camerawork and keeps things 
moving at a fairly rapid pace but an un- 
imaginative and rather labored script like 
this cries out for a sophisticated literary 
sensibility; an intellect who views the 
Shaping and honing of dialogue, theme and 
mise en scene as a challenge. You know, 
the stuff that director's do? The kind of 
things guys like Orson Welles and Alfred 
Hitchcock did? But then they were 
weaned on Shakespeare and Kafka not 
infantile garbage like Tales From The 
Crypt and Vault of Horror. (And having 
seen all of Raimi's work I have to believe 
we're talking about the movies and not 
even the comic books here.) Go back to the 
backwoods monster movies, Sam; that's all 
a functional illiterate like you is good for. 


The Hunted 
(d) J. F. Lawton 
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A number of alcoholic, coke-sniffing, 
has-been critics have been attempting to 
drum up support for this handsomely 
mounted samurai thriller as an exploita- 
tion classic and maybe, if drive-ins were 
still extant, one could consider it such. 
However, after paying seven dollars and 
fifty cents to sit in a badly fashioned seat 
in a concrete bunker and watch anything, 
even The Seventh Seal, on a urine soaked, 
feces stained screen I’m not as disposed 
to be so generous. Even less so when 
Christopher “Highlander” Lambert is the 
star. Despite the discomforting condi- 
tions, I found The Hunted to be rather 
suspenseful, engaginly violent and until it 
ran out of gas near the end, an undeniably 
effective genre exercise. The story is 
simple to follow but rather involved: 
Lambert is a computer chip salesman 
who gets lucky with Joan Chen while on 
a business trip to Nagoya. When she dis- 
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misses him after an evening of Japanese 
hot tub sex, he accidentally leaves with 
the keys to her hotel room. Being a de- 
cent sort, (and like any red-blooded male, 
wanting a second go-round) Lambert sur- 
reptitiously returns to Chen’s suite and 
finds Joan about to have her head cut off 
by a bunch of ninjas. Trying to save her, 
Lambert is slashed in the throat and has a 
poisoned dart embedded in his chest. He 
survives only to find himself in the 
middle of a feud between two ancestral 
enemies. The bad clan led by John Lone 
want Lambert eliminated. The honorable 
band want to protect him. Or so Lambert 
thinks. Before it ends rather ineffectively, 
half of Japan is slaughtered, the streets run 
red with blood, and you’ve stopped asking 
how all the characters are able to under- 
stand Christopher despite his insistence on 
speaking English with a thick French accent. 


Ihe Mangler 
(d) Tobe Hooper 


T. S. Eliot said April was the cruelest 
month but for filmgoers the four week 
period stretching from, oh say, late Janu- 
ary to the third week in February, has to 
be the most trying. For some unearthly 
reason, this is the time when studios 
dump all their most abysmal prospects on 
the unsuspecting moviegoing public. And 
I've learned that if I don't hit the multi- 
plex the weekend a flick like this opens, 
I'm not going to be able to see it. Thus, 
I've unfortunately (or maybe fortunately 
depending on how you look at it) missed 
commercial | disasters | like | John 
Carpenter's In The Mouth Of Madness 
and Bad Company, that Ross Thomas 
penned-flick starring Ellen Barkin and 
Larry Fishburne. So I made sure I was 
the first in line to see this horror exercise 
billed as a mating of the "talents" of 
Stephen King, Tobe Hooper and Robert 
Englund. Yes, ladies and gentlmen it was 
indeed a "mating." A mating made in hell 
spawning one of the most laughable hor- 
ror films in recent memory. How bad is 
it? Well, I'd rather watch either Lepre- 
chaun I or II a dozen times over before 
having to sit through this abomination 
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again. Here's why: The Mangler is the 
story of a possessed speed-laundering 
machine which eats sixteen year old 
blonde virgins. No, Pm not making this 
up. How could I? You can't make some- 
thing like this up. Unless you are Stephen 
King. Bobbie Englund is the old fart who 
owns the devil-machine and has, natu- 
rally, made it the integral part of his gi- 
gantic New England dry cleaning/Satanic 
cult operation. I don't know why since 
allegience to it has turned him into a pa- 
thetic one-eyed, cripple with a metal ball 
in his throat. Ted Levine, the serial killer 
in Silence Of The Lambs, does his manful 
best to keep a straight face during these 
cretinous proceedings but you'll find it 
almost impossible to do so. Especially 
when the anthropomorphic Luddite con- 
traption gets up and begins to walk. Wish 
I had. Long before this audacity 


unspooled. But I had a pint of Jack to kill. 


The Hideaway 
(d) Brett Y 


Only an idiot would try to craft some- 
thing worthwhile out of a Dean R. 
Koontz novel so I suppose you can't get 
too mad at director Leonard for not even 
trying. Or the stars for phoning-in their 
performances. In fact, everyone walks 
through this skimpy tale of antiques 
dealer (Jeff Goldblum) mind-melding af- 
ter an auto accident with a rock and roll 
serial killer. Christine Lahti (the wife) 


and Alicia Silverstone (the menaced 
daughter) are here to provide window 
dressing but for some unearthly reason 
they're asked to keep their clothes on. 
Which is kind of strange since the flick is 
rated R and there isn't much in the way 
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of violence. Listen Leonard, here's some- 
thing you need to know: Homosexuals 
are a very, very small segment of the 
moviegoing public. And like most of the 
general filmgoing populace, they have 
little interest in the horror genre. So it 
you're going to make a fright-flick keep 
in mind that most of the attendees are go- 
ing to be heterosexual teenage twenty- 
something males. And they, like myself, 
want to see nudity, kinky sex, gratuitous 
violence and inventive ways of killing 
people. If you find this objectionable stick 
to dinner theatre productions of La Cage 
Aux Folles and glory holes in bus stations. 


(d) Wolfgang Petersen 


Who better to direct a movie about geno- 
cide than a guy named Wolfgang. Espe- 
cially if it concerns the genocide of 
Americans at the hands of their own mili- 
tary acting in the interests of national se- 
curity. As an army medical officer trying 
to find a cure for a deadly ebola-like vi- 
rus plaguing a small California town, 
Dustin Hoffman is witty, wise and quite 
watchable, injecting a much needed air of 
believability into an otherwise contrived 
and ludicrous screenplay. 

So contrived and ludicrous we have 
Rene Russo literally shoe-horned into the 
tale as the ex-wife who just happens to be 
a civilian virologist every bit as brilliant 
as Dustin. This allows her to work in 
tandom with and fall in love with the һе- 
roic Hoffman all over again. 

Neither of them is aware however, that 
Dustin's immediate superior (Morgan 
Freeman) is covering up the fact that the 
government, acting under the orders of fas- 
cistic general and all around nogoodnik, 
Donald Sutherland, is planning on wiping 
out the town with a smart bomb in order 
to prevent any civilian from discovering 
that the virus is a synthetic concoction de- 
veloped by the Army's biological warfare 
unit. Sutherland may have the entire armed 
forces at his disposal, but Hoffman has Cuba 
Gooding, Jr. and together the dynamic duo: 
Find the tiny monkey wondering around 
the Califomia coast carrying the anti- 
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body, elude the state police, outmaneuver 
two fully armed helicopters and finally 
convince the two pilots on that deadly 
bombing mission to drop their lethal cargo 
into the sea. Petersen, the director of the 
much less cretinous, Das Boot, knowing 
he's got a howler on his Hunnish hands, 
keeps things moving at a smart pace, 
never lets us forget THE VIRUS is the 
real star and plays up the oddly affecting 
Russo-Hoffman romance, recognizing; 
quite properly I think, that it's the only part 
of the whole enterprise remotely resembling 
reality. And I suppose, in one respect, one 
could look at this as an AIDS allegory, 
but that's a bit of a stretch don't you think? 
I mean, why would the military industrial 
complex want to rid the world of homosexuals, 
hispanics, i blacks and inveterate 
drug users? It just doesn't make sense. 


(an 
farewell То 


The Flesh 


(d) Bill Condon 


And let us hope it is farewell to the series 
although the ending of this occasionally 
diverting horror sequel suggests the pro- 
ducers are going to take another shot at it. 
Tony Todd is back as the titular star but 
Virginia Madsen’s breasts aren’t and 
that’s a major disappointment let me tell 
ya, as Virginia’s got one of the best set of 
lungs in the business. Well . . . I digress. 
For good reason: There’s not much to 
talk about. In fact, I was in a theatre filled 
with Afro-Americans while this was unrav- 
eling and not a single brother or sister was 
talking. Sleeping, yes. Talking, no. The 
film is rather stylishly directed and that’s a 
rare thing in the genre today but the plot is 
essentially a carbon copy of the original 
and the story - Candyman returns to his 
New Orleans birthplace to take his great- 
grandaughter to the darkside - so jejeune 
as to border on the puerile. Save your 
money and rent the initial installment. No 
check that, go the library and get a copy of 
the ghost stories of M. R. James. Read any of 
those tales on a dark, lonely night and you'll 
leam what it means to be scared. Truly scared. 
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A Mission Into Drums 

Planet Drums 
Soothing soft beats laced with ethereal me- 
lodic loops. Listen and let it insidiously 
work its way into your bowels. Like a gently 
rocking crisco adorned fist lovingly worm- 
ing its way into the lower intestine. In 
other words, landing on this Planet is likely 
to cause great pain for some, ineffable de- 
light for others. By “others” I mean those 
who know what a dental dam is. And often 
have little recourse but to use it. (Planet 
Earth) ds 


^ 


Adam Ant 
Wonderful 

Is awful! And what's more those pr types at 
Capitol really bug me out. They've got this 
fabulous Blue Note reissue thing going on 
and a number of ди. 

fine rock acts 
with some in- 
triguing new re- 
leases and they 
send me the 
comeback disc of 
this washed up 
ex-swashbuckler. 
I had some hopes 
for this nevertheless as former corsair 
Marco Pirroni was supposed to be some- 
where on board but they were quickly keel- 
hauled and then deep-sixed as this 
desanguinated and feckless collection of 
VHI audition tapes agonizingly unspooled. 
Reportedly, Adam is set to work with Trent 
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bill webb [bw] craig regala [cr] 
dirk fubar [dt] dom salemi [ds] 
steve jeffries [sj] brian johnson [bj] 


Reznor in the near future. Can't imagine 
why, unless Trent is planning a radical re- 
staging of Pirates of Penzance and is looking 
for a costume designer. (Capitol) ds 


^ 


Allegory Chapel Ltd 

When Angels Fall 
Most people don’t understand schizophre- 
nia. I do; its merely the inability to recog- 
nize or react appropriately to the reality 
around you. This collection of crepuscular 
atmospheres and dolorous overwhelming 
synth washes flecked with disembodied 
voices and eerie Gothic sounds is the kind 
of “music” I imagine plays repeatedly and 
endlessly in the head of those suffering 
from the aforementioned mental illness. 
Or in the minds of aging and cynical Tan- 
gerine Dream fans. Or in the brain of my 
cousin Ralph, the Ivy League educated so- 
cialist embalmer. All in all: Marvelous and 
frightfully entertaining! (Charnel House) 
ds 


& 


Bed of Eyes 
Crimp in the Facts 
Personally, I’ve always believed that slav- 
ishly imitating X is a discipline that should 
be encouraged. Thank God people have 
stopped ignoring me. Being under five feet 
tall is tough! (Bomp) sj & ds 


^ 
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Bettie Serveert 
Lamprey 

Hailed as the greatest Dutch band since Fo- 
cus (or was that Golden Earring?) this quar- 
tet plays winsomely moody folksy-rock with 
vague psychedelic flourishes. It's the kind 
of dashingly debo- 
nair early seventies 
sound normally 
fetching strato- 
spheric prices from 
collectors of hip 
obscuranta. Unfor- 
tunately, this disc 
was released last 
year and so its 

^" rather shapeless, 
vaguely melodic tunes and eamestly off- 
hand lyrics make it a candidate only for the 
bargain bin. А shame really, because Carol 
van Dijk's fetchingly limpid voice is quite 
arousing and the often roiling, grungy guitar 
interference is rather effective at times. In 
its own meandering, inconsequential way. 


(Matador) ds 
^ 


Big Audio 

Higher Power 
Little did we know that Mick Jones took 
the Tom Petty pledge from the initial mo- 
ments of the Clash. That being, "I promise 
to make a more boring but 'better' pro- 
duced record each and every time out." 
Such dedication. Hard to believe this guy 
used to tool around with Joe Strummer. 


And if I'd never heard of the Clash Га find 


it difficult to believe the guy could've made 
the cut with the Housemartins. Or a Who 
cover band. (Columbia) bw & cr 


^ 


Bim Skala Bim 
Eyes & Ears 
Tuneful, frenetic ska from a Boston combo 
which has been kicking around for quite 
awhile. And will continue to do so as ska is 
listened to by almost nobody these days in- 
cluding brain dead ragamuffin Jamaican 
types whom you might think would possess 
a little respect for the music of their fore- 
bears. Even if, as in this case, it's practiced 
by imperialist descendents of debil white 
man. Another reason these Beantowners 
are likely to be plying the bar circuit the 
rest of their middle-class lives: the rela- 
tively colorless vocals. White bread dipped 
ш water. At best. Still «Бе Bimsters sound 
like they know what they're doing. And 
the horns do blart quite nicely. So file this 
under "cute" and try not to forget to take it 
with you on your way to your parents' next 


pool party. (BiB Records) ds 


^ 


Black Velvet Flag 
Come Recline 

Essentially a one joke idea spread painfully 
thin over the course of a full-length cd. 
However, if your idea of funny is straight- 
faced lounge renditions of Southern Cali- 
tornia hardcore compositions by the likes of 
Germs, Black Flag (a-ha now I get it) and 
the Adolescents, then you'll love this. I 
didn’t. To me, the aforementioned bands 
and most of their compatriots were bad 
jokes to begin with. Which is what made 
their adolescent spew so special. And en- 
dearing. Come Recline is anything but: It’s 
a burlesque of a harliquinade. A hip comic 
doing a hateful number on Henny 
Youngman. What’s the point? Take my 
disc, please! (Go-Kart Records) ds 


^ 


Bolt Thrower 
... Till Victory 
At first blast, Bolt Thrower appear to be an 
all too typical death metal band. But put 
the headphones on, lie back and listen. To 
the guitars buzzing like a nest of angry hor- 
nets. To the voices distorted just under the 
roint of endurance. To the interlocking 
п hinting at melodies. The refusal to 
shift time signatures just for the hell of it. 
The lyrics so risibly cynical as to be almost 


poignant. And what it all says to us is this: 
We are young. We desire change. We want 
somebody to love. Don't you want some- 
body to love? Sentiments which fill my 
heart because for me, the truth has been 
found to be lies. But all the joy in me still 
lies. Why? Bolt Thrower has thrown in a 
bonus live cd to keep me high on their 
mercurially negative vibes (Earache) ds 


^ 


Boxcar Willie 
Truck Driving Favorites 
What do you get when you hire a vaguely 
obese hobo drunkard to record a batch of 
Dave Dudley and Red Sovine covers ("A 
Trucker’s Prayer,” "Truck Drivin’ Son-of-a- 
Gun,” “How Fast Them Trucks Will Go,” 
et cetera) backed by Lester Flatt and Earl 
Scruggs retarded Arkie trash cousins? Usu- 
ally a bad Jerry Clower skit, but in this case 
a po’ boy compendium of Peterbilt trucker 


= odes so cliched 
Bost e 


as to long since 


have embedded 


themselves into 
W RUCK DRIES the psyche of ev- 
FAVOR Й ery black-gummed 


grit south of the 
Mason-Dixon 
line. All in all, 
an impressive ef- 
fort from a man 
who can neither 
read, write nor 
sing. Suffers 
slightly both for 
its lack of inclu- 
sion of Вох 
trademark “woo 
woo” train sound 
and absence of a cover of the Geezinslaw 
Brothers’ “I’m White and I Can't Get Down.” 
On sale at Stuckey’s Gift Shops and all bet- 
ter truckstops. (ADD) sj & ds 


^ 


Chrome Cranks 
Chrome Cranks 
The word on the Loisada streets is The Jon 
Spencer Blues Explosion daddy. АП the 
with-it young expatriate midwesterners are 
earnestly striving to ape Jon’s angular 
blues-rock dada experiments. The Cranks, 
however, use that noise as a jumping off 
point for fashioning hard, loud, brutal fin- 
de-siecle garage rock. For the most part. 
There are two bluesy workouts, "Subway 
Man" and “Очва My Heart" but lead 
singer Peter Aaron's emoting is so capri- 
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ciously demented he makes these cuts sui 
generis. Aaron’s manic performances are 
the band's obvious focal point but this 
eponymous debut has a lot more going for 
it: smoldering riffs, simple but effective 
song structure, a blistering rhythm section 
and incandescent in-your-face twin guitar 
work simulating the efforts of half-a-dozen 
stalwart young men. (Matador) ds 


^ 


The Christal Methodists 
Scripture Lips & Filter Tips 
This annoying prank phone call crap has 
gone on way too long. Talk to idiot Chris- 
tian rightists and ply them with inconse- 
quential narratives and moronic questions. 
Overlay with mindless background noise 
and whatever you feel like and presto: a po- 
litically correct indictment of fascist over- 
kill. Fine, but why are we supposed to lis- 
ten? We already know we are superior. And 
far more interesting. (Goy Division Re- 


cordings) sj & ds 
^ 


The Creation 

How Does It Feel 
The veritable height of Mod-dom. While 
Creation devotees argue that that compari- 
sons to the first Who L.P. are unfair, I say 
to them : Who ever told you life was fair! 
And needless to say, the comparisons are 
just. With one difference. The Creation 
was so heavy they could have traded their 
Lambrettas and parkas in for Harleys and 
leather vests. In the immortal words of gui- 
tarist Eddie Phillips, “Our music is red with 
purple flashes." Or is that purple with red 
flashes. 'Scuse me, while I kiss this guy. 
(Edsel) sj & ds 


^ 


The Dead Milkman 
Chaos Rules - Live 
at the Trocadero 
Chaos, my ass! Smarm and terminal 
cutesiness is more like it. There's nothing 
more to this band than a few mildly amus- 
ing song titles (e.g., “Surfin’ Cow,” "The 
Thing That Only Eats Hippies," etc.) and 
the novelty of the songs themselves wear 
out by the end of the second chorus. The 
compositions are a dull combination of er- 
satz rock and stiff funk, while che sound is 
dinky and generally crappy. Frat boys might 
like it, but everyone else should save their 
money and spring for a pizza instead. (Rest- 


less) df 
52 


The Derelicts 
Going Out Of Style 1986-90 

Hot on the tail of last years Pinchmg Party 
lp from Queer Notion, Going Out Of Style 
is easily the best gay punk recording to 
date. Tumescing from an intro capturing 
the live sounds of a shrill game of quarters 
accompanied by some towel-flicking and 
loud disco musique, the Derelicts seque 
into glistening dance-mix interpretations of 
titivating hit singles "My Name Is Lucas," 
“Act Up," "I'm Your Waiter and І Have 
AIDS" and a graceful cover of Gary 
Glitter’s “Touch Ме There.” We're still 
swooning however, from their divine 
Christmas send-up “I Saw Daddy Kissing 
Santa Claus." (eMpTy) sj &ds 


^ 


18th Dye 
Done 
When this trio sticks to the feedback laced, 
buzzing drone drenched, furious and 
vaguely anthemic melodicism of pieces like 
“Merger,” “Whole Wide World” and the 
title cut, you begin to understand what all 
the hoopla in merry old England is about. 
But far too often, as with “Either” or “9 Out 
Of 10” the band meanders purposelessly in 
shapeless compositions or as with tracks 
like “Can You Wink,” and “Girl’s Boots” 
descend to the worst excesses of Sonic 
Youth play i.e. tunelessness, irritating keys, 
and affectedly dispassionate singing. Better 
this had been released as an ep with half 
the selections and titled “Do.” (Matador) ds 


& 


Roky Erickson 
All That May Do My Khyme 
The auguries are propitious. The pyramid 
has met the eye and so Roky, he of the 
13th Floor Elevators, has entered the re- 
cording studio 
for the first time 
in nine years 
and deigned to 
bless us with six 
new epiphanies 
and five remixed 
tracks from the 
penultimate ses- 
sions of 1984. 
It’s just all so 
beautiful, man. Dylanesque and magical. 
Folky and yet vaguely demonic. But mainly 
magical. So much so Roky has been able to 
convince the engineers that on "Starry 
Eyes" he's singing with Lou Ann Barton (if 
she is she does a helluva Roky imitation) 


53 


and that there are only eleven tracks on 
the disc (there ain't, there's twelve). Now 
that's what I call walking with zombies, 
baby. (Trance) ds 


& 


The Eyes 
Blink 

Recent re-releases of stuff from The Cre- 
ation, The Action and the like appear to 
presage a vintage British Mod sound revival. 
So be it. The Eyes were perhaps the best, 
this 65 Lp flouting a punchy, windmilling 
guitar broadside truer to the “My Genera- 
tion” era Who sound than that of their 
aforementioned contemporaries. With 
Jaggeresque sotto voce, The Eyes created 
instant mod classics with originals “My De- 
generation,” “When The Night Falls” and 
“I’m Rowed Out” and turned in audacious 
covers of beat classics “Shakin’ All Over,” 
“Route 66” and more. A collectors’ item for 
far far too long, now you too can own The 
Eyes pre-Beatle release of “Good Day Sun- 
shine.” How fab. How gear. How about it’s 
the worst track on this otherwise mind- 
bending retrospective. (Essex) sj & ds 


& 


The 56785 
The 5678's 

An unbelievably unannoying all-girl Japa- 
nese band. Didn’t we drop the bomb on 
these irritating little slopes to put an end to 
this sort of chicanery? This is why they 
don’t serve Jack Daniels and play Link 
Wray records at Sushi bars. With the reams 
of praise these yellow monsters are getting 
from sexually frustrated fanzine editors 
these Tokyo Roses would be better off set- 
ting up a phone sex line. Saki my dick? 
Noh way! (Au Go Go Records) sj & ds 


é 


Kim Fowley 

Wormculture 
The Dorian Gray of rock n roll is back 
(again) with his latest inconsequential opus 
limning his own special world of L.A. 
leather-fags, faux-hip creeps, acid-casualties, 
runaways and death-dwarves for his own 
self-edification. And our own cheap amuse- 
ment. Fowley is just queer, crazy and stupid 
enough to keep our interest whilst making 
us long for the days of his seminal classic 
sixty-six psych-punk “Let’s Take A Trip.” 
Although quite frankly, tripping to this CD 
could cause permanent brain damage. 


(Bomp) ds & sj 
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Goodbye Harry 

Food Stamp B-B-Q 
On their debut release, Goodbye Harry 
shows they've listened to some good records, 
but have yet to filter those records into 
their own sound. There are moments where 
they crank out bits of B-team Replacements, 
Ramones, Husker Du and Black Flag, but 
nothing strikingly original. The faster songs, 
in particular “Piss Me Off,” show signs of prom- 
ise, but the mid-tempo tracks are dismal. They 
could do with some improved songwriting and 
a dash of individuality. (Cruz) df 


^ 


The Goops 
The Goops 
Frankly, we've had a lot of trouble concen- 
trating on the music what with the pix of 
pneumatic and alluring lead singer 
Eleanora plastered all over the disc and ac- 
companying promo kit. We love unnatural 
blondes. Especially ones sporting tattoos 


and tossing off pouty looks exuding 
portentious brazeness And singing like 
Iggy over slick, glam-inspired punk rock. 
Maybe someday we'll really listen. If we can 
overcome the urge to masturbate. (Black- 


out Records) ds & sj 
% 
Holy Gang 


FreeTysonFree 
Front 242, some French engineer and La 
Muerte vocalist team up to produce a mar- 
velous,  bludgeoning, techno-industrial 
dance fest. Dedicated to Mike Tyson who, 
all involved believe, was railroaded on a 
trumped-up rape charge. Well of course he 
was, boyeeeez. When you're a 38-1 favorite 
and tank a fight with a nobody like Buster 
Douglas you're eventually going to get 
spanked. Just thank whatever tomato can 
you pray to Iron Mike was allowed to live. 
In the old days he would have ended up in 
the East River. Sleeping with the fishes as 
we say in my Family. A Sicilian Family. If 
you get my drift. (Roadrunner) ds 


Johnny Horton 
Rockin' Rollin' 
A fisher of men who would be king. King of Alaskan big game 
hunting. King of bass fishing. King of the road. King of a tough 
brand of country rockabilly later popularized by the likes of Dave 
Dudley, Dick Curless and Del Reeves as truck driving songs. Prob- 
lem with Johnny Horton's kingdom, and perhaps the reason you 
may never have heard of him, was that Johnny was a completely 
feckless Okie. Early in his half-hearted musical career Horton mar- 
ried Hank Williams' alcoholic widow - recently wealthy as a result 
of a settlement with Williams' estate in which she agreed in part to 
cease to introduce herself as "Mrs. Hank Williams" after creating 
embarrassing public scenes. For the next three years, Johnny drank, 
fished, drifted and generally blew alot of dough, occasionally re- 
cording a song or two filigreed with loads of manly sexual braggado- 
cio and the deep low-end guitar picking sound that became his 
trademark. Ву 1956, the Hank money was gone and the fish 
weren't biting so Johnny drove over to admirer Elvis Presley's house 
and asked him for some money. Elvis pulled out the long green and 
when Horton asked him for a ten spot the incredulous King tried to 
give him more. Johnny refused, telling Elvis a dime and his bass 
player - for a single session - was all he needed. What became of 
this session is unclear, but Horton went on to record legendary 
twangy top fueler "I'm Coming Home" in 1958 and, realizing his 
life was complete, drove his car head-on into a tractor trailer on a 
dark road outside Milano, Texas in 1960. Police reportedly spent 
several hours attempting to dislodge Horton's still erect penis from 
his cars' electric cigarette lighter into which it was firmly cleaved. 


(Bear Family) sj & ds 
^ 


Hot Corn Girls 
Look At My Bum 
Rock & Roll should be mindless raving nonsense. But not stupid 
mindless raving nonsense. Well, OK, maybe it should be. Especially 
if you've got a soft spot for hectoring, seventies' styled punk, here 
featuring the most amazingly irritating vocals outside Jello Biafra. 
Zero commercial potential. Recommended dosage before listening: 
two six-packs. (Stingy Banana Records, 335 E. 10th, # ЗЕ, NY, NY 
10009) sj & ds 


^ 


H. P. Lovecraft 

Live: (May 11, 1968) 
Although never achieving the recognition of their San Fran com- 
patriots - Jefferson Airplane, Moby Grape, Grateful Dead - 
Lovecraft's eldritch vocal harmonies and frenziedly fulsome farfisa 
fills left little doubt they were privy to the revelations of the Black 
Winged Ones. The sullen psychedelic gods. Those demiurges so- 
journing in the mountains of the moon. Yet today Lovecraft’s 
matchless morbidity lies buried amidst the sullen detritus of the 
Aquarian generation. Superannuated artifacts of puerile celebrants: 
cracked lava lamps, vomit-caked blacklight posters, badly frayed 
Jashikis, rotting earth shoes, hopelessly blocked bongs. Still, what 
has risen may sink, and what has sunk may rise: Lovecraft's time 
may come. Meanwhile loathsomeness waits and dreams in the 
deep, and decay spreads over the tottering cities of men. 


(Sundazed) ds 


^ 


Impala 
King Of The Strip 
If you're totally unfamiliar with surf & spy instros this melange of 
Astronauts and Pyramids’ covers and evocatively noirish sax-laden 
movie themes and originals will blow your wheels off. But for 
assholes like us, these self-proclaimed "Kings" have to first learn 
the difference between stock cars (as depicted in the CD insert) 
and dragsters before they're ready to release a chopped and chan- 
neled instro work living up to the ultimate in cool implied by their 
nom de guerre. For now, Impala remains a highly qualified quali- 


fier. So put your hi-fi high and the lights down low and listen to 
these budding hodaddys blow. (Estrus) sj & ds 


^ 


Iv 
Realistic 

Where have we seen this scenario before? A beautiful, breathy- 
voiced European woman visits New York and decides to stay. To 
create understated, guitar-oriented pop. Although lvy's singer 
Dominque Durand has obvious superficial similarities with Nico, 
she is less bloodless than the Velvet Underground deceased chan- 
teuse. Moreover, Ivy is no Velvet Underground. Rather, they 
weave a jangly web of acoustic and electric guitar sound reminis- 
cent of subdued early Smiths. The result is alluring melodies driv- 
ing their point home with subtlety. Realistic is a debut that shows 
potential. (Seed) df 


C CRUZ U.S.: P.O. BOX 7756, LONG BEACH, CA 90807 
ki 


MAIL ORDER INFO: CA $7.50; CD $12.00; LP $7.50; Make check or money order payable in U.S. funds to: CRUZ 
RECORDS. Р.О. Box 7756. Long Beach, СА 90807. Visa, Mastercard and C.O.D. can order by calling (310) 652- 
6546. All orders shipped to California must include 8.25% sales tax. Write for a free catalog featuring SST, CRUZ and 
NEW ALLIANCE LP's, Tapes. CD's and quality merchandise. Call the CRUZ Hotline (310) 430-4301. 


Visit the SST SUPER STORE featuring the entire SST, CRUZ and NEW ALLIANCE catalog of LP’s. Tapes, CD's and 
merchandise. 8847 Sunset Blvd.. W. Hollywood, СА (310) 652-6546. 
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Jaks 
Hollywood Blood Capsules 
Manages the neat feat of making twelve 
horrid little spurts of artsy musical diarrhea 
sound like one long, gargantuan stinking 
piece of shit. What a bunch of jakoffs. Get 
a job! Like the hithertofor unerring tasteful 
Chokebore Records nabob. (Choke) sj & ds 


^ 


Jim & Jesse 
The Jim & Jesse Story 
So there's this Navy guy and he's stationed 
in Norfolk. One afternoon he gets bored 
and decides to take a spin in his car, driv- 
ing west through Virginia. Around night- 
fall, still behind the wheel, he notices that 
the small towns with their Hardees and 
strip malls have petered out and the flat 
landscape has given way to rolling hills 
dotted with abandoned shacks and dull sil- 
very sausage-like trailer homes. On the ho- 
rizon, an occassional curl of smoke from a 
woodburning stove hangs above the dark- 
ening treeline. The guy eventually spots a 
ramshackle wooden tavern, apparently 


WAYNE KRA 


called “Cold Beer,” overlooking the road 
and pulls over. Walking across the grass to- 
ward the entrance, he catches the sweet 
nasal twang and endearing chugging strains 
of Jim & Jesse hotpicking “There’s a Diesel 
on My Tail.” Once inside, the guy moves 
immediately to the narrow plank serving as 
the bar. Looking straight ahead so as to not 
make eye contact with the gaping, vaguely 
hostile denizens our hero finds himself next 
to a hollow-cheeked girl in a faded flower 
print dress. While ordering a Milwaukee’s 
Best, he mutters a hello to the gal. She 
looks up at him and smiles. The guy grins 
slyly in response and says, “Nice tooth.” 
(CMH) sj & ds 


^ 


Bruce Joyner & 

The Unknowns 
Eponymous 
Practitioners of that murky Carolina me- 
lange of surf, sixties punk and rockabilly 
that has become a veritable recipe for dull, 
girly aural decoctions since the ascendency 
of the Flat Duo Jets. I’m no purist, but the 


practice of surf, sixties punk or rockabilly 
has always seemed the preferable option. 
Not that we don’t appreciate the particular 
usefulness value of this sort of thing when 
it comes to impressing gullible young janes 
with your winsome, highly unthreatening 
dark side. Works better than a pair of non- 
perscription horn-rimmed glasses and four- 
pack of Cisco. And it’s far cheaper. (Bomp) 
sj & ds 


^ 


The Laughing Hyenas 
Hard Times 

The Hyenas’ first full-length release in 
more than four years is а Howlin’ Wolf 
meets Fun House-period Stooges cyclone of 
intense fury. Fueled by the tortured bellow 
of John Brannon and the distortion-soaked 
guitar of Larissa Strickland, Hard Times 
scorches ominously, particularly on 
“Slump” and “Each Dawn I Die.” Even 
though they’ve been at it now for more 
than 10 years, there’s not sign of tired pro- 
fessionalism here. (Touch & Go) df 


New from the trailblazing 
guitar wrecker of proto- 


punk gods, the MC5. 


CD 


cassette 


LP 


Additional noise provided by 
friends: Clawhammer, Melvins, 
Rancid, Circle Jerks, Bad Religion, 
Muffs, & Vandals. 


THE FINEST IN PUNK SINCE 1982 


EPITAPH 


Epitaph 
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Little Jimmy Dickens 
Take An Old Cold Tater 
And Wait 


I'm little Jimmy Dickens 

Ain' I like the taste of chicken 

When I'm jammin’ gears out оп the road 
I'm hot to dump my drunken load 

I spit into my hand and make it hard 


And masturbate cuz I’m a white retard 


Invigoratingly cretinous hillbilly at its fin- 
est 


(Richmond) sj & ds 
з» 


Nick Lowe 
The Impossible Bird 
Lowe's first solo release in four years con- 
tinues the unrefined pub-rock sound that 
he's mined for nearly a quarter century; but 
it also reveals a man toiling with a broken 
heart. While Lowe's anguish is naked on 
ballads such as "The Beast іп Me" and 
-Withered on the Vine," he also injects 
some of his trademark wit into the sadness 
that is “12-Step Program (To Quit You 
Babe)" and "Where is My Everything." Re- 
corded mostly live in rehearsal halls and 
featuring a fab combo that includes Arling- 
ton legend Bill Kirchen, The Impossible Bird 
stands as one of Lowe's best albums. (Up- 


start) df 
& 


Maddening Flames 
Wanderlust 

The first cut on this Spanish release 
“Queen Olive” is so catchy, graceful and 
hauntingly melodic, Га be willing to bet 
Bob Mould would give whatever balls he 
has left to have written it. For me, it con- 
jures up fantasies of an innocent virgin 
waif, dark haired and dark eyed, serving me 
bordeaux and goat cheese, whispering 
sweet nothings in an unrecognizable lan- 
guage (recognizing the language of love is 
universal however) explaining as best she 
сап the many ways in which I might gently 
*deflower" her. Then, reality strikes, my 
wife comes home (She's working as a 
Jominatrix. Only temporary, [ swear.), puts 
her cigar out in my eye and screams 
"What's this shit? The Partridge Family?" 
So much for fantasy. Wish I'd paid more at- 
tention in high school Spanish class. (Ra- 
diation Records, APDO 1427, 48080 
Bilabao, Spain) bj 


^ 


Monde Bruites 
Selected Noise Works '95-'94 
Japanese art noise. Makes Metal Machine 
Music sound like Mendelsohn. Or a Toyota 
with blown rings in first gear. White noise 
for scholastically challenged yellow chil- 
dren contemplating supuku. Bring me the 
head of Yukio Mishima! (Chamel House) 

ds & sj 


^ 


Morsel 

Noise Floor 
Challenging, intricate, tightly messy and 
yes, as the title suggests, very noisy. This 
Steve Albini “recorded” buzz-a-thon distin- 
guishes itself from the pack with surprising 
change-ups, unusual instrumentation 
(flute/trumpet) and a highly charged pit 'o 
vipers ballyhoo. When Morsel aren't weav- 
ing psychedelic tapestries of sound, they 
turn in a tribal trance inducing pattern 
which treatens to slip/degenerate into noise 
for noise sake. Not to fear however, despite 
such discretions this morsel is accessible 
enough for inveterate consumption i.e. it's 
pretty tasty stuff. What's for dessert? 
(Choke) bj 


^ 


Nine Pound Hammer 
Hayseed Timebomb 
Quite simply, the best c&w punk I've heard 
in ages. Even more simply, the only c&w 
punk Гуе heard in ages. А bodacious sour 
mash styled sonic roar of satirical takes on 
the small town southern redneck lifestyle. 
Hell, one of the cuts don't do nothin’ but 


list the delicious fast food, high-carbohy- 
drate 7-11 fodder a good ole boy wouldn't 
be caught dead without in the cab of his 
pickup (“Run Fatboy Run") Another 
limns the sexual lifestyle so effectively - 
"Devil's Playground" - the band asked the 
record company to refrain from printing 
the lyrics. The music is tuneful but not at 
all pretty and its played fast but it ain't 
ragged. No sir. And "Shotgun in a Chevy" 
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and "Fuck Pie" show there's a real heart 
beatin' in these cynical bodies. All in all, 
this hits the spot better than an RC cola 
and a moon pie. (Crypt) ds 


^ 


Buck Owens 

The Very Best of Vols. І & 2 
The sound of Buck's broadside vocals, 
freightline rhythms and burbling twangy 
guitar gives us the irrisistable urge to drive 
to the set of Hee Haw and run up to the 
shows cast of barnyard bred beauties from 
behind, pull down 
their cute little cut- 
off jeans and goose | , 
their soft, luscious 
butter-buns. Next, 
dash over to Miss 
Minnie and yank her 
feed sack frock down 
and tweak her with- 
ered dugs. And then 
make a beeline for 
Roy Clark and smash 
him across the head 
with an ax handle for 
being mean to poor ol' Buck and making 
him the butt of his jokes. Of course we'd 
have to flee from the set after that and 
drive away real fast before Buford T. Pusser 
wails up in his pick-up truck and arrests us 
for bustin’ up the place . . . Buck Owens: a 
true masculine American original who de- 
serves to be rediscovered by new wave 
country acolytes of the likes of loathsome 
“purists” Randy Travis and George Strait. 
(Rhino) sj & ds 


^ 


Poole 
Alaska Days 

Sweet. Oh so sweet, wistful Southern col- 
lege rock. The kind, the pr kit advises us, 
would “go nicely on that road trip you're 
planning for summer." If someone popped 
this in our deck on a road trip, we'd imme- 
diately turn down a brown dirt road, slit his 
throat with a rusty can opener, toss his 
body in a ditch and finish off the last of our 
Olympia while laughing at the spastically 
twitching corpse. (Spin Art) sj & ds 


^ 


Red Aunts 

#1 Chicken 
Perfectly talentless punk Melrose Place 
noise stylists. | Stuck pig vocals 


nonchalantly tossed off amidst gnarly- 


56 


snarly riffs, savage bursts of atonal guitar 
flak, and skewed hyperactive rhythms. Lyr- 
ics were impossible to understand but the 
constant cursing was quite alluring. We 
embrace their slob aesthetic and their 
oddly curvaceous frames. In our dreams. It's 
gonna kill us to have to sell this for the 
measly four dollars the local disc parlor 
throws down for promos. But we need more 
beer. Immediately. (Epitaph) ds & sj 


^ 


The Revels 
Intoxica 

Thanks to the use of "Comanche" as a 
backing track for the repugnant male rape 
scene in Pulp Fiction, this Champs school 
late-fifties instro combo is enjoying a re- 
vival of sorts. Except with us. We're still 
too busy listening to the fab new Bear Fam- 
ily Duane Eddy box set over and over again 
to bother with these demi boss also-rans. 
Though title cut "Intoxica," the punchy 
“Sano,” and "Like Tequilla" are musts for 
irascible genre completists. And Zed fans. 
(Sundazed) sj & ds 


^ 


Slug 
The Out Sound 

An out-of-control, hectic, demolition 
derby of an album. With barely a hint of 
melody amidst the bedlam, this chaotic 
nerve-snapper brings early Butthole Surfers 
to mind: a noise-fest the equal of any 
noisefesters. Intense and relentless clamour, 
the perfect musical backdrop for armchair 
predators, dangerous psychotics or drunken 
losers contemplating whatever it is they 
contemplate. Yet Slug rises above these pe- 
destrian reveries to produce a sound that is 
abrasive, irritating and virtually unlist- 
enable. Except for those still dreaming of 
high adventure despite the tattered and 
jaded sensibilites screaming it is too late. 
Yes, this means you. (Matador Records) bj 


^ 


Spacemen 3 
Taking Drugs To Make Music 
To Take Drugs To 
Early Spacemen 3 gets unfairly compared to 
early Jesus and Mary Chain which in turn 
gets fairly compared to early to mid-period 
Velvet Underground . . .God, I love pub- 
lishing my own magazine and getting to say 
things like this. Although it's not as much 
fun when it's true. Taking Drugs is a collec- 
tion of demos and outtakes, a dire illustra- 


57 


tion of what can happen when unfeeling 
producers are allowed to perniciously refine 
a band's sound. If these spacey guys had 
been left to their own devices they could 
have continued to make droning vaguely 
psychedelic punk like this instead of that 
cutsey moody  mind-expanding mood 
muzak which eventually made them semi- 
(in)famous. In England. (Bomp) ds 


^ 


Squirrel Nut Zipper 
The Inevitable 
It was inevitable, this nascent movement. 
Sprung from disaffected aesthetes bored 
and annoyed with the cocktail lounge revo- 
lution, its tongue in cheek attitude toward 
fifties musical kitsch, its disdain for the eru- 
dition of its putative audience. And so the 
backlash has begun. With Squirrel Nut 
Zipper, an eight piece swing band from 
Chapel Hill led by a cynical siren and a de- 
lightful musicologist guitar player/singer, 


determined to recreate the "hot music" of 
the 205-405. That is to say, to refashion, to 
refit the ingenuous languour of white striv- 
ing to be abandoned and black striving to 
be less so. An artificial world redolent of 
orchids and pleasant, cheerful snobbery ad- 
umbrating the sadness and suggestiveness 
of life in self-consciously exhausted melo- 
dies. Impassioned yet unemcumbered 
strains recall a gray tea hour throbbing 
incesantly with low, sweet fever while on 
the dance floor fresh faces drift here and 
there like rose petals blown around the 
room. The hot beats, morosegay horns, and 
enervated banjo beating us on, boats 
against the current, borne back ceaselessly 
into the past. (Mammoth) ds 
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Strangulated Beatoffs 

Greatest Hits 
Given their name and a look at a few of 
their song titles - “Lick My Butthole,” 
“Shake Your Dick" - you'd probably con- 
clude that Greatest Hits was a diffident col- 
lection of post punk tunes. And you'd be 
way off, because these jerkoff, er Beatoffs, 
are working in minimalist metal groove ter- 
ritory: Compositions built on single dis- 
torted morose riffs and o'erlaid with . . . 
nothing. À few hoarse desultory vocals 
here, a few disinterested guitar licks there, 
some strange percussive sounds coming out 
of nowhere; It gets you off your feet. And 
has you turning up the volume dumb- 
founded at how something so seemingly 
simplistic can mesmerize. Yes, my friends, a 
marvelous illustration of how less can often 
be more. Much much more. (Behemoth 
Records, Box 27801, Las Vegas, NV 89126- 
1801) ds 


^ 


Swans 
The Great Annihilator 

There's little sense in even discussing it 
now: The Swans are one of a handful of 
bands given rough birth in the last two de- 
cades deserving our undivided attention. 
Seminal, provacative and, more often than 
not, gloriously misanthropic, The Swans, 
like The Doors are so resplendently en- 
dowed with dolorous elan vital that even 
when beating a concept or conceit to death 
we still rejoice in the muddle, the meander- 
ing, as a kind of confusion worse con- 
founded. They're down to two - Jarboe & 
Gira - but they're tighter; the melodies 
whether folk maudit, or electrical minor 
key tone poems, possess a dolorous beauty. 
And the lyrics are often so wonderfully lu- 
gubrious they might as well be sung bouche 
fermee. It’s life and life only but life re- 
counted as a vision between sleep and sleep 
in a heart overcome with too much life. 
Viewed through eyes clouded by fore- 
knowledge of death. (Young God) ds 


^ 


Tad 
Live Alien Broadcasts 
So ridiculously heavy the Brutarian staff 
was forced to jerry-rig a crude pulley just to 
load this seminal metal work into the com- 
pact disc player. Not that we were surprised 
since it took five burly UPS men to lug it 
up to our doorstep. Crackling hot french- 
fry grease enema recommended prior to lis- 
tening. None of us playing this were unable 


то refrain from taking huge Mussoliniesque 
jumps afterwards. Although it most likely 
would have been more pleasurable if we had 
done so during the session. (Futurist) sj & ds 


^ 


Conway Twitty 
Rockin' Conway - 
The MGM Years 
Swank production fails to disguise the test- 
счегопе driven nature of the bellicose vo- 
cal stylings of Metro-Mayer's answer to 
Elvis. Why Twitty decided to forego rockin' 
and rollin' and machismo soaked balladering 
tor straight country is a mystery. One which 
holds no interest for us. There were no 
Jeathbed confessions, only a few choked 
words about "tight fittin' jeans" and a lan- 
zuorous, final sneer for his zaftig hair stylist. 
Rumors have it that the maliciously 
pompadoured one shuffled off the mortal coil, 
heartbroken over a legacy he believed con- 
usted of little more than sappy country 
ephemera and the disaster that was Twitty 
City, an abysmal restaurant inefficaciously 
disguised as a amusement park. Fare- 
well hail fellow, boldly coiffed. (MGM) ds & sj 


Unleashed 
Live In Vienna ‘93 
Despite a somewhat substandard sound 
quality (It was recorded live, so I forgive 


Фет... A little.), Unleashed went way 
out on a limb in recording - to my knowl- 
edge - the first live death record. The 
power and the gory do not suffer a bit in a 
setting of what sounds like a very receptive, 
non-violent audience of Aussie head- 
bangers. Thirteen ball-busting originals cli- 
maxing with a rather lackluster Judas Priest 
cover “Breaking The Law.” Despite the lat- 
ter, the powerful performances and the en- 
thusiastic crowd make this memento mori a 
must-have for death metal enthusiasts. 
Wish I could have been there. (Century 
Media) bj 


& 


Various 
Dorado 
Yowsah! This be da future of groovin'-hop- 
rap-toast-ambient dance. And it be dee- 
lightful! An all comin’ from a little label 
named Dorado. The record company for 
hip dancin’ adults. Adult as in those who 


have been around the block enough to 
have learned it is best to shake your booty 
rather discretely. At least in public. So for 
this mature and sophisticated crowd 
Dorado lays on us thirteen laid back hip 
shakers. No disco, but you get everythang 
else the best of which incorporates soft to 
medium heavy beats and noirish Kind Of 
Blue Miles Davis horn or Timmy Thomas 
keyboard work for that smokey-nightclub- 
on-the-outskirts-of-town feel. Only some 
loser doing a contempo Persuasions shtick 
and Schkoonk Heepooz and “Qui” with 
their slavish Ramsey Lewisisms strike false 
notes, but the latter are from France and 
probably think Ramsey is a cousin of 
Jerry’s. In which case, we can forgive them. 
But not too much. (Dorado) ds 


^ 


Various 
Recycle Or Die 
Relaxing languid electronic atmospheres. 
Compositions designed to lull you into 
sleep after a long session of genital coke 
smearing and crack smoking. Death in life. 
Life in death. Semi-intoxicating. Faintly al- 
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luring. Nothing leading to nothing. Watch 
the languid fumes slowly swirling toward 
the ceiling. And ask yourself why your pe- 
nis lies useless in your calloused, lightly 


perfumed hand. (Planet Earth) ds & sj 


^ 


Various 
The Bible According To Black 

Sabbath 
A two CD set, the first featuring the origi- 
nal Black Sabbath's finest paeans to drug- 
addled demonic possesssion, the latter com- 
prising cover versions of the same. Exactly 
the same. Exactly. As explained by hirsute 
Sabbath manque and learned music histo- 
rian Rob Zombie: "Everybody knows that 
Black Sabbath started everything and al- 
most every single thing that people are play- 
ing today has already been done by Black 
Sabbath. They wrote every single riff...ever.” 
Only a moron could argue with that. Only 
a moron would bother. (Columbia) sj & ds 


^ 


Various 
Death Odors 
Dark assemblage of fourteen bands travel- 
ing the left-handed path. Play at night in a 
candlelit room and celebrate your damned 
state with the hitherto unseen demons who 
walk beside you. Have always walked be- 
side you. Like those wild Argento and Bava 
movies you're still compulsively watching, 
these tracks will invidiously creep into your 
subconscious prompting dreams of fetid 


tombs, rotting flesh and atrocious dubbing. 
File next to your Goblin discs. Or plant it 
and see, like that corpse in the garden, if it 
will spring blackened sprouts. (Slaughter c/ 
o Marco Corbelli, Via Tartini, 8, 41049 
Sassuolo (MO) Italy) ds 


^ 


Various 
Destination Bomp 
Obscure and not so obscure stuff from the 
Flamin' Groovies, DMZ, Iggy & the Stooges, 
Stiv Bators, The Crawdaddys and about five 
thousand more bands. Many of whom were 
fairly heavy and lunatic but all easily beguiled 
into accomodating themselves to Greg 
Shaw’s vision of rock as vaguely menacing, 
slightly off-kilter sixties-styled pop. Some- 
times it didn’t work, most of the time it did 
and why bore you with an exigesis of what went 

on after for all concerned. (Bomp) ds & sj 


^ 


Various 

The Secret Life 

Of Trance Vol. 2 
I heartily enjoyed the first installment of 
what looks to be a long running series. But 
I cannot dance. And I am not homosexual. 
And my beautiful lithe young amorante 
does not believe it is possible for anyone 
like myself to embrace what appears to be a 
soundtrack to Petronious’ Satyricon. This is 
so sad. Nonetheless, this stirring in my 
loins compels me to move. By myself. As 
we all must eventually. Each to each. All of 
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us in our little prisons. Yet comforted by 
the semi-rapacious beats, the pseudo music, 
the importune allure, the inconsequential 
profundity of the still movement far from still, 
I can recall a time when my once obscenely 
sculpted body ingenuously celebrated its tumes- 
cent idiocy. Burning with desire. Aflame with 
the craving to rut with the female. Or anything 
remotely resembling one. (Planet Earth) ds 


^ 


Various 
The Cavern Club 

1964 at the venue with the menu with the 
mostest and the sound with the pound. An 
all live double-barreled blast of benzedrine 
beat featuring fab cuts from The Big Three, 
the sensual, sensational hootchie-kootchie 
man Dave Barry, sweet sixteen year-old 
Bouncing Bubbling Beryl Marsden and, well, 
just a whole lot more. They're here, they're 
gear .. . and they all sort of sound like the 
Beatles. Go figure. Or go fuck yourself. 
(Pete Best made us say that and he's drink- 
ing all our beer). (See For Miles) sj & ds 


^ 


Wool 
Lucky Boy 
Nirvanaesque drivel. Kurt Cobain killed 
himself for a reason. We like to think it was 
to spare himself and us from any more of this 
loathsome brown shinola. Thank god that the 
aforementioned dead person never discovered 
a harmonica. These clowns did. Lucky you. 
This leaves us... (eMpTy) sj & ds Ф 
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Rocktoberfest E.P. (Roct- 
ober Records) — À four band 
compilation EP featuring the 
surfy Creep Factory and, uh, 
three other bands. All of 


these songs sounded pretty 
good at first. Then we lis- 
tened to the whole thing 
again and decided to sell it 
back to the record store so 
we could get some cash to go 
to McDonalds. We sure were 


hungry. 


Pansy Division — Jack U Off 
(eMpTy Records) — Cutsey 
power pop with a Buzzcocks - 
styled Prince cover. And speak- 
ing of covers, who are those 
hot winsome boys langorously 
displaying their provocative 
manly attributes front and 
back? We kind of like this 
record. Does this mean 
we're gay? 


Trailer Park Casanovas - 
Ace of Spades (Behemoth 
Records) — This pair of 
gritty hillbilly fuelers make 
me long for the days when 
Buck Owens and Roy Clarke 
co-hosted Hee Haw. When 
all them purty girls in cut- 
off jeans, shorts, and torn 


chifferobes would be havin' 
a big ass mud fight in the pig 
pen and ol Buck and Roy 
would be pickin’ п’ grinnin 
and a-spyin’ оп “em until Miss 
Minnie caught “em and, well, 
HOOOOOOW-DEE!  In- 
cludes hopped-up Motor- 
head gearjammer. 


Daniel Johnston - Happy 
Time (Seed) — Former men- 
tal patient does Neil Young. 
Like a disturbed eight-year 
old. With a cello. Crazy, 
man. Crazy. Really. 


Pink Filth EP (Pink Filth) — 
Just what the world needed . 
.. a rap version of the loath- 
worshipping 


devil 


some 


Tommy Hill Music Festival's 
"Convoy." Wide load trucking 
troubador Dave Dudley must 
be doing a California turn- 
around in his soon to be as- 
phalt covered grave. But hey, 
anyone who asks about our 
advertising rates gets a good 
review. So this record is real 
good. Sorry Dave. On moon- 
less nights in southern Vir- 
ginia, some say his amphet- 
amine-wracked body still 
travels I-95. 


Sea Monster — We work for 
a living you paper-shuffling 
prick? (Winged Disk 
Records) — Frankly, we pre- 
ferred the seventies kiddie tv 
program Sigmund and the 
Sea Monster. This ineffectual 
metal-punk nonsense isn't 
worth the seaweed green vi- 
nyl it's printed on. À waste 
of good dye which could have 
been better used in manufac- 
turing more Russell Stover 
butter bons and jellies for us to 
consume with our Cisco. 


Jesamine EP (Sub Pop) - If 
you manage to release the 45 
from its soldered and 
screwed-tight jacket you're 
in for a magic carpet ride 
into an outre demimonde of 
crepuscular organ  tinged 
psychedelia. We think. That's 
all we could do as we broke 
the disc into a thousand 
pieces attempting to pry it 
from it's hermetically sealed 
packaging. Nonetheless, we're 
sure "Your Head Is So Small 
Its Like A Little Light" 
would've proved to be a price- 
less exercise in lysergic reverie. 


Haunted House Of Rock 
(Estrus) — Four mysterioso 
garage instros transcending 
the Whodini rap trash which 
dearly had no bearing on 
any of this. Sounds wiggy 
and fleeting and just as boss 
when played improperly at 45 
rpms. But not quite as Wild in 
the Streets. Features include 
super-charged instro version 
of Max Frost and the Troop- 
ers immortal 60's punk an- 
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them "Shape of Things to 
Come." 


Drunks With Guns EP (Be- 
hemoth) - Eh, who cares 
what's on this record. We've 
already wasted half the after- 
noon dreaming about what 
we would do with the lus- 
cious sprite who adorns the 
front and back of the sleeve. 
Yes, what would we do if we 
picked her up off the street 


when the local Catholic high 
school let out and she was 
wearing a plaid skirt with 
fishnet stockings and will- 
ingly accompanied us to an 
abandoned shack and I con- 
vinced Dom he would go to 
hell if he touched her and he 
believed me and subse- 
quently left the shack to go 
get us some Mighty Wings at 
McDonalds and Russell Sto- 
ver candies at the drug store 
and left me alone with her 
and my tortured fantasies . . . 
The music? Noisome punk 
noise. As if it mattered. 


Crumb - Spit (Airhead 
Spyplane Productions) - 


Self-described — *post-punk/ 
surf with tastes of ska." Par- 
62 


don us assholes, but that's too many genres for our pea-sized 
Russell Stoverized little brains to deal with in one lousy record 
review. Make up your goddamn minds. Next! 


Muck Grapa — We're nothing but the nerds we say we are 
(Direct Hit Records) — We agree. But the A-side is sweet, hec- 
toring third-generation Clash. While the B-side is prototypi- 
cal superannuated thrash. Alas, as it gave Steve, hypervent- 
ilating on Russell Stover chewey centers, a vile, fulsome rash. 


Man Or Astroman/Huevos 
Rancheros — Various Boss 
Sounds (Estrus) We thought 
Huevos Rancheros was some- 
thing we could eat. Much to 
our disappointment, it turned 
out there was a record in the 
package so we went out to 
McDonalds to set some more 
Mighty Wings. When we got 
back, the record was over and 
therefore we were unable to listen to it. Too bad, since Man Or 
Astroman can usually be counted on for some pretty decent 
surf stuff. 


ЕС MARBI, 
- "ORCHARD 


 MaNoMEN 
the Моје 


t Mummies 
Phantom Surfers 


Amazing Cherubs — Space Pussy (Geralette Records) — RE 

We're always amenable to an awesome band who sends a po- PVO% E UPERCHARGER 
lite cover letter personally addressed to us with the platter. Ke fe 

Heavens to murgatroid! Glammed-up vocals with thick НЕА de 2 VoGGIFS 
power chords, sloppy riffs and indelicate lyrics. It's the New Mingham, WA 98227 U.S.A. 


York Dolls! Or a less retarded Deep Purple. * 


BRAND SPANKIN’ NEW FROM R.K.L. 


ORIGINAL RECIPE / ORIGINAL SINGER 


Guaranteed 
WORST Movies 
In Town! 


СГ VIDEO VAULT 


Proudly Presents 
The Largest Collection 
of 
CLASSIC, FOREIGN, & CULT 
Films On Video! 


Call 1 • 800 • VAULT ° 66 
For Info! 
(1-800-828-5866) 
Catalogs Now In Stock! 


$3.00 Each 4. i. 
Y N 


SA Шаа 2 
4 | Ч Ý ( S 
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VIDEO VAULT 
Your Alternative Video Store 
323 S. Washington St. 


Alex., VA 22314 
Fax (703) 836 ° 5720 


Giant 
Printing 


We Print Brutarian... 


Nobooy Else Will. 
3530 Wilson Dl vo. Tel: (703) 525-1313 
Arlington, Va. Fax: (703) 525-2918 


ask for Davi’ 


